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PREFATORY NOTE TO THE KNEBWORTH 

EDITION 

The first four of these Dramatic Works were produced 
by Lord Lytton within an interval <rf fifteen years. Two 
of these have, ever since their first performance, held their 
ground among the stock pieces on the English stage. The 
earliest of all his plays — Mr. Bulwer's maiden play of '^The 
Duchess de la Yalli^re" — was the only one which failed 
at once to secure popular approbation as an acting drama. 
Brought out at Covent Garden Theatre upon Wednesday, 
the 4th January, 1887, with a rather indifferent cast (save 
only that Macready was the Marquess de Bragelone), it was 
withdrawn after nine representations. Published immedi- 
ately afterward by the Messrs. Saunders and Otley, it has 
since then retained its repute simply as a work of art in 
the closet. 

'*The Lady of Lyons,'* which was dashed off a twelve- 
month afterward, literally upon the spur of the moment, 
achieved, upon the other hand, a brilliant success. Mac- 
ready having, a year prior to this, undertaken the man- 
agement of Covent Garden Theatre, while talking over the 
responsibilities of the enterprise, had one day exclaimed to 
the Author, *'OhI that I could get a play like the * Honey- 
moonT' Within a fortnight from the utterance of that 

(8) 
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4 PREFATORY NOTE TO THE KNEBWORTH EDITION 

ejaculation, the manuscript of the ''Lady of Lyons'^ was 
placed as a gift in the hands of the Manager. Brought 
out anonymously, on Thursday, the 15th February, 1888, 
its reception was triumphant, and at the close of another 
fortnight the authorship was acknowledged upon the play 
bills. 

A similar welcome, on Thursday, the 7th March, 1839, 
was accorded to the historical drama of ''Bichelieu," Mac- 
ready making his mark as the Cardinal as unmistakably 
as he had previously done in the rdle of Claude Melnotte. 
During that same year, Lord Lytton, upon Thursday, the 
81st October, placed upon the boards of the Haymarket his 
play of *'The Sea Captain," which, in spite of its having a 
brilliant run during that season, was subsequently, in obe- 
dience to the author's desire, withdrawn, not merely from 
the stage, but from publication. The root idea of that 
drama was several years afterward re-adapted by Lord 
Lytton, under the title of **The Bightful Heir." 

The last drama of the four, '*Not so Bad as we Seem," 
was distinctly a piice de circonstance. It was written — like 
**The Lady of Lyons" — in obedience to a sudden impulse 
and with singular rapidity. It originated one winter's 
evening in the banqueting ball at Knebworth, after some 
amateur theatricals, the actors in which were a cluster of 
artists and men of letters, pre-eminent among whom was 
Charles Dickens. Lord Lytton and his guests upon that 
occasion projected together the establishment of a benevo- 
lent institution for the help of their less fortunate brothers 
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PREFATORY NOTE TO THE KNEBWORTH EDITION 5 

of the pen and pencil, to be called '^The Guild of Art and 
Literature." In furtherance of this project the host had 
said, ** Undertake to act a play yourselves and I engage to 
write it." Hence the production of this five-act drama, the 
original cast of which, as having now a peculiar interest of 
its own, is here prefixed to it as a literary curiosity. The 
play, which rapidly poured three thousand pounds into the 
coffers of the newly created Guild, was first performed on 
Friday, the 16th May, 1851, in the presence of Her Majesty 
and the Prince Consort, in a temporary theatre erected in 
the late Duke of Devonshire's town house in Piccadilly. 
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PROLOGUE 

6y Mr. H. Wallaok 

To paint the Past, yet in the Past portray 
Such shapes as seem dim prophets of To-day; — 
To trace, through all the garish streams of art, 
Nature's deep fountain — woman's silent art; — 
On the stirr'.d surface of the soften'd mind 
To leave the print of holier truths behind; — 
And, while through joy or grief — through calm or 

strife, 
Bound the wild Passions on the course of Life, 
To share the race — ^yet point the proper goal, 
And make the Affections preachers to the Soul^ 
Such is the aim with which a gaudier age 
Now woos the brief revival of the stage; — > 
Such is the moral, though unseen it flows. 
In Lauzun's wiles and soft La Yalli&re's woes; 
Such the design our Author boldly drew, 
And, losing boldness, now submits to TOU. 

Not new to climes where dreamy Fablb dwelb— 
That magic Prospero of the Isle of Spells — 
Now first the wanderer treads, with anxious fear, 
The fairyland whose flowers allured him here. 
Dread is the court our alien pleads before; 
Your verdict makes his exile from the shore. 
Yet, e'en if banished, let him think, in pride. 
He trod the path with no unhallow'd guide; 

(18) 
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14 PROLOGUE 

Chasing the light whose face, though veird and 

dim, 
Perchance a meteor, seem'd a star to him. 
Hoping the ray might rest where Truth appears 
Beneath her native well — your smiles and tears. 

When a wide waste, to Law itself unknown, 
Lay that fair world the Drama calls its own; 
When all might riot on the mines of Thought, 
And Genius starved amidst the wealth it wrought; 
He who now ventures on the haunted soil 
For nobler laborers won the rights of toil, 
And his the boast — that Fame now rests in ease 
Beneath the shade of her own laurel-trees. 
Yes, if with all the critic on their brow. 
His clients once have grown his judges now. 
And watch, like spirits on the Elysian side. 
Their brother ferried o'er the Stygian tide. 
To where, on souls untried, austerely sit 
(The triple Minos) — Gallery — Boxes — ^Pit — 
'Twill soothe to think, howe'er the verdict end, 
In every rival he hath served a friend. 

But well we know, and, knowing, we rejoice, 
The mightiest Critic is the public voice. 
Awed, yet resigned, our novice trusts in you, 
Hard to the practiced, gentle to the new. 
Whatever the anxious strife of hope and fear, 
He asks no favor — let the stage be clear. 
If from the life his shapes the poet draws, 
In man's deep breast lie all the critic's laws: 
If not, in vain the nicely-poised design, 
Yain the cold music of the labor'd line. 
Before our eyes, behold the living rules; — 
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PROLOGUE 16 

The soul has instincts wiser than the schools! 
Yours is the Great Tribunal of the Heart, 
And touch'd Emotion makes the test of Art. 
Judges august! — the same in every age, 
While Passions weave the sorcery of the Stage, — 
While Nature's sympathies are Art's best laws, — 
To you a stranger has referr'd his cause: — 
If the soft tale he woos the soul to hear 
Bequeaths the moral, while it claims the tear, 
Each gentler thought to faults in others shown 
He calls in court — a pleader for his own I 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE 



ACT I.— SCENE I. 

Time^ sunset. On the foreground an old Ghdteau; be- 
yond, Vineyards and Woods, which present, through their 
openings, Views of a River, reflecting the sunset. At a dis- 
tance, the turrets of the Convent of the Carmelites. 

Madame and Mademoiselle de la Vallibre. 

Mdlle. de la Vail, 'Tis our last eve, my mother I 

Mme, de la ValL Thou regrett'st it, 

My own Louise I albeit the court invites thee — 

A court beside whose glories, dull and dim 

The pomp of Eastern kings, by poets told; 

A court 

Mdlle. de la Vail In which I shall not see my mother I 

Nor these old walls, in which, from every stone, 

Childhood speaks eloquent of happy years; 

Nor vines and woods, which bade me love the earth, 

Nor yonder spires, which raised that love to Godl — 

[The Vesper bell toUe. 

The vesper bell ! — my mother, when, once more, 

I hear from those gray towers that holy chime, 

May thy child's heart be still as full of Heaven, 

(17) 
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18 BULWEB'S DRAMATIC WOBKB [ACTI 

And callous to all thoughts of earth, save those 
Which mirror Eden in the face of Home! 

Mme. de la Vail. Do I not know thy soul? — ^through 
every snare 
My gentle dove shall 'scape with spotless plumes. 
Alone in courts, I have no fear for thee: — 
Some natures take from Innocence the lore 
Experience teaches; and their delicate leaves, 
Like the soft plant, shut out all wrong, and shrink 
Prom vice by instinct, as the wise by knowledge: 
And such is thine! J/y voice thou wilt not hear. 
But Thought shall whisper where my voice would warn. 
And Conscience be thy mother and thy guide! 

Mdlle. de la Vail. Oh, may I merit all thy care, and most 
Thy present trust !-r-Thou'lt write to me, my mother, 
And tell me of thyself: amidst the court 
My childhood's images shall rise. Be kind 
To the poor cotters in the wood; — ^alasl 
They'll miss me in the winter! — and my birds? — 
Thy hand will feed them ? 

Mme. de la Vail. And that noble heart 

That loves thee as my daughter should be loved — 
The gallant Bragelone ? ' — should 1 hear 
Some tidings Fame forgets — if in the din 
Of camps I learn thy image makes his solace. 
Shall 1 not write of him f — 

Mdlle. de la Vail, [with indifference\. His name will 
breathe 
Of home and friendship; — ^yes! — 

> The auth<Nr has, throughout this play, availed himself of the poetical 
Boense to give to the name of Bragelone the Italian pronunciation, and to accent 
the final e. 
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SCENE I] THE DUCHESS DE LA YALLIERE 19 

Mme. de la Vail. Of naught beside ? 

Mdlle, de la Vail, Nay, why so pressing ?— let me change 
the theme. 
The king? — you have seen him; — ^is he, as they say, 
So fair — so stately ? 

Mme. de la Vail. Ay, in truth, my daughter, 
A king that wins the awe he might command. 
Splendid in peace, and terrible in war; 
Wise in the council— gentle in the bower. 

Mdlle. de la Vail. Strange, that so often through mine 
early dreams 
A royal vision flitted; — a proud form, 
Upon whose brow nature had written '•empire"; 
While, on the lip, — love, smiling, wrapped in sunshine 
The charmM world that was its worshipper — 
A form like that which clothed the gods of old, 
Lured from Olympus by some mortal maid, — 
Youthful it seemed — but with ambrosial youth; 
And beautiful — but half as beauty were 
A garb too earthly for a thing divine: — 
Was it not strange, my mother? 

Mme. de la Vail. A child's fancy. 

Breathed into life by thy brave father's soul. 
He taught thee, in thy cradle yet, to lisp 
Thy sovereign's name in prayer — and still together, 
In thy first infant creed, were link'd the lessons 
"To HONOR God and love the king"; it was 
A part of that old knightly faith of France 
Which made it half religion to be loyal. 

Mdlle. de la Vail. It might be so. I have preserved the 
lesson, 
Ev'n with too weak a reverence. — Yet, 'tis strange! 
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20 BXJLWEB'S DRAlfATIG WOBES [AOr I 

A dream so oft renew'dl — 

Mme. de la Vail. Here comes thy loverl 

Thou wilt not blame him if his lips repeat 
The question mine have ask'd ? Alphonso, welcome I 



SCENE II. 

Bbagelone, Madame and Mademoisbllb ds la 
Valliebb. 

Brage. My own Louise I — ah I dare I call thee so? 
War never seem'd so welcome I since we part, 
Since the soft sunshine of thy smiles must fade 
From these dear scenes, it soothes, at least to think 
I shall not linger on the haunted spot. 
And feel, forlorn amid the gloom of absence, 
How dark is all once lighted by thine eyes. 

[Mme. de la Yalliebe retires into the chdieau. 

Mdlle. de la Vail. Can friendship flatter thus?— or wooldst 
thou train 
My ear betimes to learn the courtier's speech? 

Brage. Louise! Louise 1 this is our parting hour: 
Me war demands — and thee the court allures. 
In such an hour, the old romance allow'd 
The maid to soften from her coy reserve, 
And her true knight, from some kind words, to take 
Hope's talisman to battle! — Dear Louise! 
Say, canst thou love me? — 

MdUe. de la Vail Sir!— I!— love!— methinks 

It is a word that 

Brage. Sounds upon thy lips 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



80ENB nj THE DUCHESS DE LA YALUEBE 21 

Like ''land'' upon the mariner's, and speaks 

Of home and rest after a stormy sea. 

Sweet girl, my youth has passM in camps; and war 

Hath somewhat scathed my manhood ere my time. 

Our years are scarce well- mated: the soft spring 

Is thine, and o'er my summer's waning noon 

Grave autumn creeps. Thou say'st *'l flatter!" — well 

Love taught me first the golden words in which 

The honest heart still coins its massive ore. 

But fairer words, from falser lips, will soon 

Make my plain courtship rude. Louise I thy sire 

Betroth'd us in thy childhood: 1 have watch'd thee 

Bud into virgin May, and in thy youth 

Have seem'd to hoard my own I — ^I tnink of thee^ 

And I am youthful still! The passionate prayer — 

The wild idolatry — ^the purple light 

Bathing the cold earth from a Hebe's urn; — 

Tea, all the soal's divine excess which youth 

Claims as its own, came back when first 1 loved thee! 

And yet so well 1 love, that if thy heart 

Becoil from mine, — if but one single wish, 

A shade more timid than the fear which ever 

Blends trembling twilight with the starry hope 

Of maiden dreams, would start thee from our union, — 

Speak, and my suit is tongueless! 

Mdlle. de la Vail, Oh, my Lord! 

If to believe all France's chivalry 
Boasts not a nobler champion, — if to feel 
Proud in your friendship, honor'd in your trust, — 
If this be love, and I have known no other, 
Why then 

Brage. Why then, thou lov'st me! 
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22 BULWEB'S DBAMATIC WOBEB £aoti 

Mdlh. de la VaU. [aside]. Shall I say it? 

I feel 'twere to deceive him 1 Is it love? 
Love, no, it is not lovel — [Aloud.] Mj noble l^mli 
As yet I know not all mine own weak heart; 
1 would not pain thee, yet would not betray. 
Legend and song have often painted love, 
And my heart whispers not the love which should be 
The answer to thine own: — thou hadst best forget me I 

Brage. Forget! 

Mdlle. de la Vail I am not worthy of theel 

Brage, Hold! — 

My soul is less heroic than 1 deem'd it 
Perchance my passion asks too much from thine 
And would forestall the'^ruit ere yet the blossom 
Blushes from out the coy and maiden leaves. 
Nol let me love; and say, perchance the time 
May come when thou wilt bid me not forget thee. 
Absence may plead my cause; it hath some magio; 
I fear not contrast with the courtier-herd; 
And thou art not Louise if thou art won 
By a smooth outside and a honey 'd tongue, 
Nol when thou seest these hunters after power. 
These shadows, minion'd to the royal sun, — 
Proud to the humble, servile to the great, — 
Perchance thou' It learn how much one honest heart. 
That never wrong'd a friend or shunn'd a foe, — 
How much the old hereditary knighthood. 
Faithful to God, to glory, and to love. 
Outweighs a universe of cringing courtiers 1 
Louise, I ask no morel — ^I bide my time I 
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SCENE n] THE DUCHESS DE LA VALLIEBE 28 

Re-enter Mme. de la Valliere from the chdteau. 

Jime, de la Vail. The twilight darkens. Art thou now, 
Alphonso, 
Convinced her heart is such as thou wouldst have it? 

Brage, It is a heavenly tablet — but my name 
Good angels have not writ there I 

Mme, de la Vail. Nay, as yet, 

Love wears the mask of friendship : she must love thee. 

Brage, {half increduloysly\ Think'st thou so? 

Mme. de la Vail. Ay, be sure I 

Brage. I'll think so too. 

[Turns to Mdlle. de la Valliere. 

Bright lady of my heart I — [Aside.l By Heaven I 'tis true I 

The rose grows richer on her cheek, like hues 

That in the silence of the virgin dawn. 

Predict, in blushes, light that glads the earth. 

Her mother spoke aright; — ah, yes, she loves me! 

Bright lady of my heart, farewell! and yet 

Again — farewell I 

Mdlle. de la Vail. Honor and health be with you! 

Mme. de la Vail. Nay, my Louise, when warriors wend to 
battle. 
The maid they serve grows half a warrior too; 
And does not blush to bind on mailed bosoms 
The banner of her colors. 

Brage. Dare I ask it? 

Mdlle. de la Vail. A soldier's child could never blush, 
my Lord, 
To belt so brave a breast; — and yet, — well, wear it. 

IPlacing her scarf round Bragelons's hauberk. 
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Brage, Ahl add for thy sake. 

Mdlle. de la Vail. For the sake of one 

Who honors worth, and ne'er since Bayard fell 
Have banners flaunted o'er a knight more true 
To Prance and Fame; — 

Brage. And love ? 

Mdlle, de la Vail. Nay, hush, my Lord; 

I said not that. 

Brage. Bat France and Fame shall say it I 

Yes, if thou bear'st men speak of Bragelone, 
If proudest chiefs confess lie bore him bravely, 
Gome life, come death, his glory shall be thine, 
And all the ligbt it borrow'd from thine eyes. 
Shall gild thy name. Ahl scorn not then to say, 
**He loved me well!" How well! God shield and bless 
thee I [i^cil BRAGBLOine. 

Mdlle. de la ValL [asidel. Most worthy love ! why can I 
love him not? 

lime, de la Vail. Peace to his gallant heart! wben next 
we meet. 
May I have gain'd a son — and thou— 

Mdlle. de la Vail. [quichly\. My mother, 

This night let every thought be given to thee I 
Beautiful scene, farewell! — farewell, my home I 
And thou, gray convent, whose inspiring chime 
Measures the hours with prayer, that morn and eve 
Life may ascend the ladder of the angels. 
And climb to heaven! serene retreats, farewell! 
And now, my mother! — no! some hours must yet 
Pass ere our parting. 

Mme. de la Vail. Cheer thee, my Louise! 
And let us now within; the dews are falling — 
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Mdlh. de la VaU, And I forgot how ill thy frame maj 
/ bear them. 

Pardon!— within, within! — 

[Stopping short and gazing fondly on Mhe. DE LA Yallibbe. 

Your hand, dear mother ? [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

An old Armory^ of the heavy French Architecture preceding 
the time of Francis the First, in the Castle of Braoelonb. 
Bebtrand, the armorer J employed in polishing a sword. 

Bert. There now ? I think this blade will scarcely shame 
My gallant master's hand; it was the weapon, 
So legends say, with which the old Lord Bodolph 
Slew, by the postern gate, his lady's leman! 
Oh, we're a haughty race — we old French lords; 
Our honor is unrusted as our steel, 
And, when provoked, as ruthless! 

Fnter Bbagelone. 

Brage. Ah, old Bertrandl 

"Why, your brave spirit, 'mid these coats of mail. 
Grows young again. Sol this, then, is the sword 
You'd have me wear. God wot! a trenchant blade, 
Not of the modern fashion. 

Bert. My good Lord, 

Yourself are scarcely of the modern fashion. 

They tell me, that to serve one's king for nothing, 

To deem one's country worthier than one's self. 

To hold one's honor not a phrase to swear by. — 

They tell me, now, all this is out of fashion. 

Come, take the sword, my Lord I — yon have your f ather*s 

«B Bulwer, Vol. XXIX 
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Stoat arm and lordly heart: they're oat of fashion. 
And yet yoa keep the one— come, take the other. 

Brage. Why yoa tarn satirist I 

Ber. Satirist I what is that ? 

Brage. Satirists, my friend, are men who speak the trath 
That coarts may say — they do not know the fashion I 
Satire on Vice is Wit's revenge on fools 
That slander Yirtae. How now I look ye, Bertrandl 
Methinks there is a notch here. 

Ber. Ay, my Lord; 

I would not grind it out; — 'twas here the blade 
Olove through the helmet, ev'n UDto the chin, 
Of that irreverent and most scoundrel Dutchman 
Who stabb'd you, through your haaberk-joints— what time 
Yoa placed your breast before the king. 

Brage. Hence, ever 

Be it believed, that, in his hour of need, 
A king's sole safeguard are his subjects' hearts I 
Ha, ha I good sword I that was a famous stroke I 
Thou didst brave deeds that day, thou quaint old servant. 
Though now — thou'rt not the fashion. 

Ber. Bless that look. 

And that glad laugh I they bring me back the day 
When first old Bertrand arm'd you for the wars, — 
A fair-faced stripling; yet, beshrew my heart. 
You sparr'd that field before the bearded chins. 
And saved the gallant Lord La Yalli^re's standard. 
And yet you were a stripling then. 

Brage. La Yalliftrel 

The very name goes dancing through my veins. 
Bertrand, look round the armory. Is there naught 
I wore that first campaign? Nay, nay I no matter, 
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I wear the name within me. Hark ye, Bertrandl 
We're not so young as then we were: when next 
We meet, old friend, we both will end our labors, 
And find some nook, amidst yon antique trophies, 
Wherein to hang this idle mail. 

Ber. Huzza! 

The village dames speak truth— my Lord will marry! 
And I shall nurse, in tihese old withered arms, 
Another boy — for France another hero. 
Ha, ha I I am so happy. 

Br age. Good old man! 

Why ttis is like my father's hall — since thus 
My father's servants love me. 

Ber. All must love you! 

Brage. All I — let me think so. [Bugle sounds. 

Hark, the impatient bugle! 
I hear the neigh of my exultant charger, 
Breathing from far the glorious air of war. 
Give me the sword! 

Enier Servant, with a letter. 

Her mother's hand! — **Louise, 
Arrived at court, writes sadly, and amidst 
The splendor pines for home," — I knew she would! 
My own Louise! — ** Speaks much of the king's goodness";— 
Goodness to her! — that thought shall give the king 
A tenfold better soldier! — '*From thy friend. 
Who trusts ere long to hail thee as her son." 
Her son! — a blessed name. These lines shall be 
My heart's true shield and ward away each weapon. 
He who shall wed Louise has conquer'd Fate, 
And smiles at earthly foes! — Again the bugle! 
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Give me your hand, old man. My fiery youth 
Went not to battle with so blithe a soul 
As now burns in me. So! she pines for home — 
I knew she would — I knew it I Farewell, Bertrandl 

[Exit Bragelonb. 
£er. Oh! there'll be merry doings in the hall 
When my dear lord returns! A merry wedding, 
And then — and then — oh, such a merry christening! 
How well I fancy his grave manly face 
Brightening upon his first-born. [As he is going. 

Re-enter Bragelonb. 

Brage, Ho, there! Bertrandl 

One charge 1 had forgot: — Be sure they train 
The woodbine richly round the western wing — 
My mother's old apartment. Well, man! well! 
Do you not hear me? 

Ber, You, my Lord! the woodbine? 

Brage, Yes; see it duly done. I know she loves it; 
It clambers round her lattice. 1 would not 
Have one thing absent she could miss. 

Remember! [Exit Bragelonb. 

Ber. And this is he whom warriors call **the Stern!" 
The dove's heart beats beneath that lion breast. 
Pray Heaven his lady may deserve him! Oh, 
What news for my good dame! — i' faith, I'm glad 
I was the first to learn the secret. So, 
This year a wife — next year a boy! I'll teach 
The young rogue how his father clove the Dutchman 
Down to the chin! Ha, ha! old Bertrand now 
Will be of use again on winter nights, — 
I know he'll be the picture of his father. [Eocit Bertrand. 
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SCENE lY. 
An Afiieehamber in the Palace of Fontainebleau. 

Enter Lauzuk and Q-RAMMONT at opposite doors. 

Lau. Ah, Count, good dayl Were you at eourt last 
night? 

Oram. Fes; and the court has grown the rioher by 
A young new beauty. 

Lau, Sol — her name? 

Oram, La Valli^». 

Lau, Ay, 1 have heard; — a^maid of honor? 

Oram, Yea. 

The women Bay she's plain. 

Lau, The women I oh, 

The case it is that's plain — she must be lovely. 

Oram. The dear, kind gossips of the oourt dedlare 
The pretty novice hath conceived a fancy — 
A wild, romantic, innocent, strange fancy — 
For our young king; a girlish love, like that 
Told of in fairy tales: she saw his picture, 
Sigh'd to the canvas, murmur'd to the colors. 
And — fell in love with carmine and gamboge. 

Lau. The simple dreamer 1 Well, she saw the king? 

€hrwm. And while she saw him, like a rose, when May 
Breathes o'er its bending bloom, she seem'd to shrink 
Into her modest self, and a low sigh 
Shook blushes (sweetest roee^leavesl) from h^ beauty. 
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Lau. You paint it well. 

Gram. And ever since that honr 

She bears the smiling malice of her comrades 
With an unconscious and an easy sweetness; 
As if alike her virtue and hia greatness 
Made love impossible: so, down the stream 
Of purest thought, her heart glides on to danger. 

Lau. Did Louis note her? — Has he heard the gossip? 

Oram. Neither, methinks: his Majesty is cold. 
The art of pomp, and not the art of love, 
Tutors his skill — Augustus more than Ovid. 

Lau, The time will come. The king as yet is young. 
Flushed with the novelty of sway, and fired 
With the great dream of cutting Dutchmen's throats: 
A tiresome dream — the poets call it "Glory." 

Gram, So much the better, — 'tis one rival less; 
The handsome king would prove a dangerous suitor. 

Lau. Oh, hang the danger I He must have a mis- 
tress; 
'Tis an essential to a court: how many 
Favors, one scarcely likes to ask a king, 
One flatters from a king's^inamoratal 
We courtiers fatten on the royal vices; 
And, while the king lives chaste, he cheats, he robs me 
Of ninety- nine per cent! 

Oram. Ha, ha! Well, duke. 

We meet again to-night. You join the revels? 
Till then, adieu. 

Lail, Adieu, dear count. {Exit Grammokt. 

The king 
Must have a mistress: I must lead that mistress. 
The times are changed I — 'twas by the sword and spear 
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Our fathers bought ambition — vulgar butchers 1 

But now our wit's our spear — intrigue our armor; 

The antechamber is our field of battle; 

And the best hero is — the cleverest rogue ? [Exit Lauzun. 



SCENE V. 

Night — the Gardens of the Fontainehhau brilliantly illu- 
minated with colored lamps — Fountains^ vases^ and statues in 
perspective^ — A pavilion in the background — to the right the 
Palace of the Fontainebleau^ illuminated. Enter Courtiers, 

Ladies, etc. 

A Dance. 

Enter LoTJlQ followed by Courtiers, etc. 

Louis. Fair eve and pleasant revels to you all I 
Ah, Duke! — a word with you. [Courtiers give way. 

Thou hast seen, my Lauzun, 
The new and fairest floweret of our court. 
This youngest of the graces — sweet La Vallidre, 
Blushing beneath the world's admiring eyes? 

Lau. [Aside"]. (So, sol — he's caught I) Your Majesty 
speaks warmly; 
Your praise is just — and grateful — 

Louis. Grateful? 

Lau. Ay. 

Know you not. Sire, it is the jest among 
The pretty prattlers of the royal chamber, 



^ The effect of the soene should be principallj made hy jets-d'eau, water- 
falls, etc. 
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That this young Dian of the woods has found 

Endymion in a king — a summer dream, 

Bright, but with vestal fancies I — scarcely loye. 

But that wild interval of hopes and fears 

Through which the child glides, trembling, to the woman? 

Louis. Blest thought! Oh, what a picture of delight 
Your words have painted I — 

Lau. . While we speak, behold. 

Through yonder alleys, with her sister planets. 
Your moonlight beauty gleams. 

Louis. * 'Tis she! — ^this shade 

Shall hide us I — quick — [JEnters one of the bosquets* 

Lau. [following him]. I trust my creditors 
Will grow the merrier from this night's adventure. 

Enter Mdlle. db la Vallibrb and Maids of Honor. 

First Maid. How handsome looks the Duke de Quiche 
to-night I 

Second Maid. Well, to my taste, the graceful Grammont 
bears 
The bell from all!— 

Third Maid. But, then, that charming Lauzun 

Has so much wit. 

First Maid. And which, of all these gallants, 

May please the fair La Valli^ most? 

Mdlle. de la VaU. In truth, 

I scarcely mark'd them; when the king is by, 
Who can have eye, or ear, or thought for others? 

First Maid. You raise your fancies highl 

Second Maid. And raise them vainly I 

The king disdains all love! 

Mdlle. de la Vail. Who spoke of love? 
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The sunflower, gazing on the Lord of heaven, 
Asks but its sun to shine! — Who spoke of love? 
And who would wish the bright and lofty Louis 
To stoop from glory? Love should not confound 
So great a spirit with the herd of men. 
Who spoke of love? 

First Maid. My country friend, you talk 

Extremely well ; but some young lord will teach you 
To think of Louis less, and more of love. 

MdlU, de la Vail. Nay, ev'n the very presence of his 
greatness 
Exalts the heart from each more low temptation. 
He seems to walk the earth as if to raise 
And purify our wandering thoughts, by fixing 
Thought on himself; — and she who thinks on Louis 
Shuts out the world, and scorns the name of love! 

First Maid. Wait till you're tried — [Music. 

But, hark! the music chides us 

For wasting this most heavenly night so idly. 

Come! let us join the dancers. [Eoceunt Maids. 

[As La Valliere follows^ the King steals from the bos* 

qitet, and takes her handy while Lauzun retires in the 

opposite direction. 

Louis. Sweet La Valliere! 

Mdlle. de la Vail. Ah!— 

Louis. Nay, fair lady, fly not, ere we welcome 
Her who gives night its beauty! 

Mdlle. de la Vail. Sire, permit me! 

My comrades wait me. 

Louis. What! my loveliest subject 

So soon a rebel? Silent! — Well, be mute. 
And teach the world the eloquence of blushes. 
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Mdlle. de la VaU. I may not listen^ 

Louis. What if / had set 

Thyself the example? What if / had listea'd, 
7eird by yon friendly booghs, and dared to dream 
That one blest word which spoke of Louis absent 
Might charm his presence, and make Nature music? 

Mdlle. de la VaU. Yoa did not, Sire I you could not I 

Louis. Could not bear thee, 

Nor pine for these divine, uuwitness'd moments. 
To pray thee, dearest lady, to divorce 
No more the thought of love from him who lovee <hee. 
And — faithful still to glory — swears thy heart 
Unfolds the fairest world a king can conquer 1 
Bear, me, Louise 1 

Mdlle. de la Vail. No, Sire; forget those wordsl 
I am not what their foolish meaning spoke me. 
But a poor simple girl, who loves her king, 
And honor more. Forget, and do not scorn me! 

[Exit Mdllb. de la Yallibbe. 
Louis. Her modest coyness fires me more than all 
Her half-unconscious and most virgin love. 

Enter Courtiers, Ladies, Guests, etc. ; Lauzun, Gbahmont, 
and MoNTBSPAN. 

Well, would the dancers pause a while? 

Lau. Ev*n pleasure 

Wearies at last. 

Louis. We've but to change its aspect. 

And it resumes its freshness. Ere the banquet 
Calls us, my friends,' we have prepared a game 
To shame the lottery of this life, wherdn 
Each prize is neighbor'd by a thousand blanks. 
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Methiaks it is the duty of a monarch 
To set the balance right, and bid the wheel 
Shower naught but prizes on the hearts he loves. 
What ho, there! with a merry music, raise 
Fortune, to show how Merit conquers Honors 1 [Music. 

[The Pavilion at the bach of the stage opens, and discovers 

the Temple of Fortune superbly illuminated. Fortune; 

at her feet, a wheel of light ; at either hand, a golden 

vase, over each of which presides a figure — the one rep- 

resenting Merit, the other Honor. 
Louis, Approach, fair dames and gallants! Aye, as now, 
May fortune smile upon the friends of Louis! 

[The Courtiers and Ladies group around the vases. 

From the one over which Merit presides they draw 

lots, and receive in return from Honor various gifts 

of jewels, etc. 

Enter Mdlle. de la Vallierb at the back of the stage. 

Louis [to Mdlle, de la ValL]. Nay, if you, smile not on me, 
then the scene 
Hath lost its charm. 
Mdlle. de la Vail. Oh, Sire, all eyes are on us! 
Louis. All eyes should learn where homage should be 
render'd. 

Mdlle. de la Vail. I pray you. Sire 

Lau. Wiirt please your Majesty 

To try your fortune ? 

Louis. Fortune! Sweet La Vallifere, 

I only seek my fortune in thine eyes. 

[Music. Louis draws, and receives a diamond bracelet. 
Ladies crowd round. 
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First Lady. How beaatifall 

Second Lady. Each gem were worth a duchy I 

Third Lady. Oh| happy she upon whose arm the king 
Will bind the priceless band! 

Louis [approaching Mdlle. de la VaU.]. Permit me, lady. 

[Claeps the bracelet. 

Lau. Well dono— well play 'd I In that droll game call'd 
Woman, 
Diamonds are always tramps for hearts. 

First Lady. Her hair's 

Too light I 

Second Lady, Her walk is so provincial! 

Third Lady, D'ye think she paints ? 

Lau, Ha, ha I What envious eyes, 

What fawning smiles, await the king's new mistress I 
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ACT n.— SCENE L 

The Gardens of the Fontainebhau. 

Enter Bragelone 

Brage, Why did we suffer her to seek the court? 
It is a soil in which the reptile Slander 
Still coils in slime around the fairest flower. 
Can it be true? — Strange rumors pierced my tent 
Coupling her name with— pah! — how foul the thought is! — 
The maid the king loves! — 
Pie! I'll not believe it! 
I left the camp — sped hither: if she's lost, 
Why then!— down — down, base heart! wouldst thou suspect 

her? 
Thou — who shouldst be her shelter from suspicion ? 
But I may warn, advise, protect, and save her — 
Save — 'tis a fearful word! 

Enter Lauzun. 

Lau, Lord Bragelone! 

Methought your warrior spirit never breathed 
The air of palaces! No evil tidings, 
I trust, from Dunkirk ? 

Brage. No. ^he jkur-de-lis 

Bears her white crest unstain'd. Mine own affairs 
Call me to court. 
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Lau, Affairs I I hate the word; 

It soands like debts. 

Brage. \A8ide\. This courtier may instruct me. 
[Aloud,'\ Our king — he bears him well? 

Lau. Oh, bravely, Marquis; 

Engaged with this new palace of Versailles. 
It costs some forty millions I 

Brage, Ay, the People 

Groan at the burthen. 

Lau. People! — what's the People f 

I never heard that word at court! The People/ 

Brage. I doubt not, Duke. The People, like the Air, 
Is rarely heard, save when it speaks in thunder. 
I pray you grace for that old-fashion'd phrase. 
What is the latest news 7 

Lau. His Majesty 

Dines half an hour before his usual time. 
That*s the last news at court! — it makes sensation I 

Brage. Is there no weightier news? I heard at Dun- 
kirk 

How the king loved a loved a certain maiden— 

The brave La Valli^re's daughter. 

Lau. How, my Lord, 

How can you vegetate in such a place ? 
I fancy the next tidings heard at Dunkirk 
Will be that— Adam's dead! 

Brage. The news is old, then ? 

Lau. News! news, indeed! Why, by this time, our 
lackeys 
Have worn the gossip threadbare. News! — 

Brage. The lady 

(She is a soldier's child) hath not yet barter'd 
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Her birthright for ambition? She rejeotB him? 
Speak I — She rejects him ? 

Lau. Humph I 

Brage. Oh, Dake, I know 

This courtier air — this most significant silence — 
With which your delicate race are wont to lie 
Away all virtue I Shame upon your manhood I 
Speak out, and say Louise La Valli^re lives 
To prove to courts — that woman can be honest I 

Lau, Marquis, you're warm. 

Brage, You dare not speak ;^ knew it! 

Lau, Dare not? 

Brage, Oh, yes, you dare, with hints and smiles, 

To darken fame — to ruin the defenceless — 
Blight with a gesture — wither with a sneer 1 
Did I say **Dare not?" — No man dares it better I 

Lau. My Lord, these words must pass not I 

Brage. Duke, forgive me I 

I am a rough, stem soldier — taught from youth 
To brave ofEence, and by the sword alone 
Maintain the license of my speech. Oh, say — 
Say but one wordl — say this poor maid is sinless, 
And, for her father's sak^ — {her father loved me I) 
I'll kneel to thee for pardon I 

Lau. Good, my Lord, 

1 know not your interest in this matter: 
*Ti8 said that Louis loves the fair La Yallidre; 
But what of that?-^ood taste is not a crime I 
'Tis said La Yallidre does not hate the king; 
But what of tiiat? — ^it does but prove her — ^loyall 
I know no more. I trust you're satisfied; 
If not 
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Brage. Thou liestl 

Lau. Nay, then, drawl 

. [ITief/ fight — a/ler a few passes, Lauzun is disarmed. 

Brage. There, take 

Thy sword. Alas I each slanderer wears a weapon 
No honest arm can baffle— ^Ai« is edgeless. 

[Exit Braoblonb. 

Lau. Pleasant I This comes, now, of one's condescending 
To talk with men who cannot nnderstand 
The tone of good society. Poor fellow I [Exit Lauzun. 



SCENE n. 

Enter Madbmoisbllb db la Yallibbb. 

Mdlle de la Vail. He loves me, then I He loves met Love I 
wild word I 
Did I say love? Dishonor, shame, and crime 
Dwell on the thought I And yet — and yet — he loves met 
[Re-enter Bragelonb, at the hack of the stage. — She takes 
out the King^s picture. 

Mine early dreams were prophets! — Steps I The king? 

Brage. No, lady; pardon me; — ^a joint mistake; 
You sought the king — and /, Louise la Yallidrel 

Mdlle. de la Vail. Yoa here, my Lord I — ^you here! 

Brage. There was a maiden 

Fairer than many fair; but sweet and humble. 
And good and spotless, through the vale of. life 
She walk'd, her modest path with blessings strew'd 
(For all men bless'd her); from her crystal name, 
Like the breath i' the mirror, even envy pass'd: 
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I sought the maiden at the court; none know her. 
May I ask you — where UQw'e Louise la Valli^re? 

Mdlle. de la Vail. Cruel 1 — unjust! You were my father^s 
friend, 
Dare you speak thus to me ? 

Brage. Dare I dare! — *Tis well. 
You have learnt your state betimes! 

Mdlle. de la Vail. My state, my Lord! 

I know not by what right you thus assume 
The privilege of insult! 

Brage. Ay, reproach! 

The harlot's trick — for shame! Oh, no, your pardon! 
You are too high for shame: and so — farewell! 

Mdlh. de la Vail, lij lord! — my Lord, in pity — No!— in 
justice^ 
Leave me not thus! 

Brage. Louise! 

Mdlle. de la Vail. Have they belied me? 

Speak, my good Lord! — What crime have I committed? 

Brage. No crime — at courts! 'Tis only Heaven and Honor 
That deem it aught but — most admired good fortune! 
Many, who swept in careless pride before 
The shrinking, spotless, timorous La Yalli^re, 
Will now fawn round thee, and with bended knees 
Implore sweet favor of the king's kind mistress. 
Ha, hal — this is not crime! Who calls it crime ? 
Do prudes say ''Crime" ? Go, bribe them, and they'll swcbt 
Its name is greatness. Crime, indeed I^ — ba, ha! 

Mdlle. de la Vail. My heart finds words at length I— 'Tki 
false! 

Brage. 'Tifi false! 
Why, speak again I — say once more it is false- 
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'Tis fahe I — again, ' tls fa he ! 

Mdlle. de la Vail. Alas, I'm wretched I 

Brage, No, lady, no! not wretched, if not guilty ! 
[Mademoiselle de la Yalliere, after walking to and 
fro in great agitation^ seats herself on one of the 
benches of the garden, and covers her face with her 
hands. 

Brage. [aside]. Are these the tokens of remorse? No 
matter ! 
I loved her well! And love is pride, not love, 
If it forsake ev'n guilt amidst its sorrows! 
[Aloud.] Louise I-y-Louise! — Speak to thy friend, Louise I 
Thy father's friend I — thine own ! 

Mdlle. de la Vail. This hated court! 

Why came I hither ? Wherefore have I closed 
My heart against its own most pleading dictates ? 
Why clung to virtue, if the brand of vice 
Sear my good name ? 

Brage. That, when thou pray'st to Heaven, 

Thy soul may ask for comfort — not forgiveness / 

Mdlle. de la Vail, [rising eagerly]. A blessed thought I I 
thank theej 

Brage. Thou art innocent! 

Thou hast denied the king ? 

Mile, de la Vail. I have denied him. 

Brage. Curst be the lies that wrong'd thee! — doubly curst 
The hard, the icy selfishness of soul, 
That, but to pander to an hour's caprice, 
Blasted that flower of life — fair fame! Accurst 
The king who casts his purple o'er his vices ! 

Mdlle. de la Vail. Hold! — thou malign'st thy king! 

Brage. He spared not thee. 
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MdlU. de la Vail. The king! — Heaven bless him! 

Brage. Would'st thou madden me? 

Thou! — ^No— thou lov'st him not? — thou hid'st thy face I 
Woman, thou tremblest! Lord of Hosts, for this 
Hast thou preserved me from the foeman's sword. 
And through the incarnadined and raging seas 
Of war upheld me ? — made both life and soul 
The sleepless priests to that fair idol — Honor? 
Was it for this ? I loved thee not, Louise, 
As gallants love! Thou wert this life's ideal, 
Breathing through earth the Lovely and the Holy, 
And clothing Poetry in human beauty 1 
When in this gloomy world they spoke of sin, 
I thought of thee, and smiled — for thou wert sinlessi 
And when they told of some diviner act 
That made our nature noble, my heart whispered — 
•*So would have done Louise!" — 'Twas thus I loved thee! 
To lose thee, I can bear it; but to lose. 
With thee, all hope, all confidence, of virtue — 
This — this is hard! — ^Oh! I am sick of earth! 

Mdlle. de la Vail, Nay, speak not thus; — ^be gentle with 
me. Come, 
I am not what thou deem'st me, Bragelone; 
Woman I am, and weak. Support, advise met 
Forget the lover, but be still the friend. 
Do not desert me — thou I 

Brage. Thou lov'st the king I 

MdUe. de la VaU. But I can fly from love. 

Brage. Poor child! And whither? 

MdUe. de la VaU. Take me to the old castle, to my 
mother. 

Brage. The king can reach thee there! 
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Mdlle. de la Vail He'll not attempt it. 

Alas! in courts, how quickly men forget I 

Brage. Not till their victim hath surrendered all! 
Hadst thou but yielded, why thou might'st have lived 
Beside his very threshold, safe, unheeded; 
But thus, with all thy bloom of heart unrifled, — 
The fortress storm'd, not conquer'd, — why man's pridOi 
If not man's lust, would shut thee from escapel 
Art thou in earnest — wouldst thou truly fly 
Prom gorgeous infamy to tranquil honor, 
God's house alone may shelter thee I 

Mdlle. de la Vail. The convent I 

Alas! alas I to meet those eyes no morel 
Never to hear that voice I 

Brage. [depariing]. Enough. 

Mdlle. de la Vail. Yet, stay I 

I'll see him once! one last farewell — and thea— 
Yes, to the convent! 

Brage. I have done! — ^and yet, 

Ere I depart, take back the scarf thou gav'st me. 
Then didst **thou honor worth!" now, gift and giver 
Alike are worthless. 

Mdlle. de la Vail. Worthless! Didst thou hear me 7 
Have I not said that 

Brage. Thou wouldst see the king I 

Vice first, and virtue after! O'er the marge 
Of the abyss thou tremblest One step more. 
And from all heaven the Angels shall cry **/ioa^/" 
Thou ask'st that single step ! Wouldst thou be saved ? 
Iiose not a moment. — Gomel 

Mdlle. de la Vail, [in great agony]. Beside that treei 
When stars shone soft, he vow'd for aye to love niel 
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Brage. Think of thy mother I At this very hour 
She blesses Heavea that thou wert born — the last 
Fair scion of a proud and stainless race. 
To-morrow, and thy shame may cast a shade 
Over a hundred 'scutcheons, and thy mother 
Feel thou wert born that she might long to die! 
Gomel 

Mdlle, de la Vail. I am ready — take my hand. 

[Her eye falls on the bracelet 
Away! 
T%is is his gift! And shall I leave him thus? 
Not one kind word to break the shock of parting — 

Brage, And break a mother's heart! 

Mdlle, de la Vail. Be still! Thou'rt man! 

Thou canst not feel as woman feels! — her weakness 
Thou canst not sound. O Louis, Heaven protect thee! 
May fate look on thee with La ValliSre's eyes! 
Now I am ready, sir. Thou'st seen how weak 
Woman is ever where she loves. Now^ learn, 
Proportioned to that weakness is the strength 
With which she conquers love! Louis, Louis! 
Quick! take me hence! — 

Brage, The heart she wrongs hath saved her! 

And is that all! — The shelter for mine age — 
The Hope that was the garner for Affection — 
The fair and lovely tree, beneatb whose shade 
The wearied soldier thought to rest at last, 
And watch life's sun go calm and cloudless down, 
Smiiing the day to sleep — all, all lie shatter'd! 
No matter. I have saved thy soul from sorrow, 
Whose hideous depth thy vision cannot fathom. 
Joy! — I have saved thee! 
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Mdlle. de la Vatt. Ah I when last we parted 

I told thee, of thy love I was not worthy. 
Another shall replace me I 

Brage, [smiling sadly'\. Hushl Another 1 
No I — See, I wear thy colors still I Though Hope 
Wanes from the plate, the dial still remains, 
And takes no light from stars! I — / am nothing I 
But thou — ^Nay, weep not I Yet these tears are honest: 
Thou hast not lived to make the Past one blot, 
Which life in vain would weep away I Poor maiden 1 
I could not cheer thee then. Notv, joy! — I've saved thee! 
[Exeunt Mdllb. ds la Vallibbb and BBAOSLOirB. 



SCENE III. 

The King's Cabinet at Fontainebleau ; ' the King seated at a 
table^ covered with papers^ etc., writing. 

Enter Lauzun. 

Louis. Lauzun, I sent for you. Your zeal has served me, 
And I am grateful. There, this order gives you 
The lands and lordship of De Visci. 

Lau. Sire, 

How shall I thank your goodness? 

Louis. H ush I — by silence I 

Lau. [aside], A king's forbidden fruit has pretty wind- 
falls! 

> To some it maj be interestiug to remember that this cabinet, in which llM 
most powerful of the Bourbon kings is represented as rewarding the minister ci 
his pleasures, is the same as that in which is yet shown the table upon whiidi 
Kapoleon Bonaparte (son of a gentleman of Oorsica) signed the abdicati€m of 
the titles and dominions of Charlemagne 1 
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Louis. This beautiful Louise I 1 never loved 
Till now. 

Lau. She yields not yet? 

Louis, But gives refusal 

A voice that puts ev'n passion to the blush 
To own one wish so soft a heart denies it! 

Lau. A woman's No! is but a crooked path 
Unto a woman's Yes! Your Majesty 
Saw her to-day ? 

Louis. No ! — Grammont undertakes 

To bear, in secret, to her hand, some lines 
That pray a meeting. — I await his news. 

[Continues writing. 

Lau. \aside\, I'll not relate my tilt with Bragelone. 
First, 1 came off the worst. — Na man of sense 
Ever confesses that! And, secondly, 
This most officious, curious, hot-brain'd Quixote 
Might make him jealous; jealous kings are peevish; 
And, if he fall to questioning the lady. 
She'll learn who told the tale, and spite the teller. 
Oh I the great use of logic ! 

Louis. 'Tis in vain 

I strive by business to beguile impatience I 
How my heart beats! — Well, count! 

Enter Gbammont. 

Oram. Alas, my liege! 

Louis. Alas! — Speak out! 

Oram. The court has lost La Valliftre! 

Louis. Ha! — lost I 

Oram. She has fled, and none guess whither. 

Louis. Fled I 
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I'll not believe iti— Fledl 

Lau. What matters, sire? 

No spot is sacred from the king I 

Louis. By Heaven 

I am a king I — Not all the arms of Europe 
Could wrest one jewel from my crown. And she— 
What is my crown to her! 1 am a king I 
Who stands between the king and her he loves 
Becomes a traitor — and may find a tyrant I 
Follow me ! [Mjoit Louis. 

Gram. Who e'er heard of maids of honor 
Plying from kings? 

Lau. Ah, had you been a maid, 

How kind you would have been, you rogue! — Come on! 

[Exeunt Lauzun and Gbammdivt. 



SCENE IV. 

ITie Cloisters of a Convent — NigfU — ITiunder and Lightnings 
the latter made visible through the long oriel tcindows. 

Mdlle. de la VaU. [rising]. Darkly the night sweeps on. 
No thought of sleep 
Steals to my heart. What sleep is to the world 
Prayer is to me^ — ^life's balm, and griefs oblivion! 
Yes, ev'n befc^e the altar of my God, 
Unhallow'd fire is raging through my veins — 
Heav'n on my lips, but earth within my heart— 
And while I pray his memory prompts the prayer, 
And all I ask of Heaven is— *'Guard my Louis!" 
Forget him — that I dare not pray! I would not, 
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Ev'n if I could, be b^py, and forget kiml {Thui^dsr. 

Boll on, roll on, dark chariot of the storm, 
Whose wheels are thunder! — iJae rack'd elements 
Can furnish forth no tempest like the war 
Of passions in one weak and erring heart! 

[The bdl toUs one. 
Hark to night's funeral knell! How through the roar 
Of winds and thunder thrills that single sound. 
Solemnly audible! — the tongue of time. 
In time's most desolate hour! — it bids us muse 
On woiids which love can reach not! Life runs fast 
To its last sands! To bed, to bed! — to tears 
And wishes for the gravel — to bed, to bed! 

[A trumpet is heard witbouL 

Two or three Nuns hurry acro&s the stage. 

First Nun. Most strange ! 

Second Nun, In such a night, too! The great gates. 
That ne'er unclose save to a royal guest, 
Unbarr'd! 

Mdlle, de la ValL "What fear, what hope, by turns dis- 
tracts me! [The trumpet sounds again. 

First Nun, Hark! in the court, the ring of hoofs! — ^the 
door 
Creaks on the sullen hinge! 

Lau. [without]. Make way! — the king! 

Enter Louis and Lauzun. 

Mdlle. de la Vail, [rushing forward]. Oh, Louis I— oh, be- 
loved! [Then pausing abruptly.] No, touch mie noti 

Leave me! in pity leave me! Heavenly Father, 

*C Bulwer, Vol. XXIX 
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I fly to thee I Protect me from his arms — 
Protect me from myself I 
Louis. Oh bliss! — Louise I 

Enter Abbess and other Nuns. 

Abbess. Peace, peace! What clamor desecrates the shrine 
And solitudes of God ? 

Lau. Madam, your knee — 

The king! 

Abbess. The king! — ^you mock me, sir! 

Louis [quitting Mdllb. de LA Valliere]. Behold 
Your sovereign, reverend mother! We have come 
To thank you for your shelter of this lady, 
And to reclaim our charge. 

Abbess. My liege, these walls 

Are sacred even from the purple robe 
And sceptred hand. 

Louis. She hath not ta'en the vow! 

She's free! — we claim her! — she is of our court! 
Woman, — ^go to! 

Abbess. The maiden. Sire, is free. 

Your royal lips have said it! — She is free! 
And if this shrine her choice, whoe'er compels her 
Forth from the refuge, doth incur the curse 
The Boman Church awards to even kings! 
Speak, lady! — dost thou claim against the court 
The asylum of the cloister? 

Louis. Darest thou brave us? 

Lau. [aside to Louis], Pardon, my liege! — reflect! Let 
not the world 
Say that the king — 

Louis. Can break his bonds ! — Away ! 
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I mm ft man before I was a king! 

[Approaching Mdlle. db LA Yalliebe. 
Lady, we do command jonr presence! [Lowering Ms voiceJ] 

Sweet! 
Adored Louise! — ^if ever to your ear 
My whispers spoke in music — if my life 
Be worth the saving, do not now desert mel 

Mdlk, de la Vail. Let me not hear him, Heaven 1 — Strifce 
all my senses! 
Make — make me dumb, deaf, blind,— but keep me honest! 

Abbess. Sire, you have heard her answer! 

Louis [advancing passionately, pauses, and then with greafi 
dignity]. Abbess, no! 
This lady was intrusted to our charge — 
A fatherless ehild! — the king is now her father! 
Madam, we would not wrong you; but we know 
That sometimes most unhallow'd motives wake 
Your zeal for converts!— This young maid is wealthy, 
And nobly born! — Such proselytes may make 
A convent's prkie, but oft a oonvenVs victimBl 
No more! — we claim the right th« law awards us, 
Free and alone to commune with iSiifl maiden. 
If then her choice go with you — be it so; 
We are no tyrant! Peace! — retire! 

Abbess. My liege! 

Forgive— 

Louis. We do! Eetire! ' 

[Lauzun, th£ Abbess, etc. , withdraw. 

Louis. W« are alone ! 

Mdlle. de la Vail. Alone! — ^No, God is present, and tho 
conscience! 
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Louis. Ah I fear' St thou, then, that heart that would 
resign 
Ey'n love itself to guard one pang from thee ? 

Mdlle. de la Vail. I must speak! — Sire, if every drop of 
blood 
Were in itself a life, I'd shed them all 
For one hour's joy to thee! — But fame and virtue — 
My father's grave — my mother's lonely age — 
These, these — [Thunder. 

I hear their voice ! — the fires of Heaven 
Seem to me like the eyes of angels, and 
Warn me against myself I — Farewell! 

Louie. Louise, 

I will no{ hear thee! What! farewell! that word 
Sounds like a knell to all that's worth the living! 
Farewell! why, then, farewell all peace to Louis, 
And the poor king is once more but a thing 
Of state and forms. The impulse and the passion — 
The blessed air of happy human life — 
The all that made him envy not his subjects, 
Dies in that word! Ah, canst thou — dar'st thou say it? 

Mdlle. de la Vail. Oh, speak not thus! — Speak harshly I 
threat, command! — 
Be all the king! 

Louis. The king! he kneels to thee! 

Mdlle. de la Vail. I'm weak — be generous! My own soul 
betrays me; ^ 
But thou betray me not! 

Louis. Nay, hear me, sweet one! 

Desert me not this once, and I will swear 
To know no guiltier wish — to curb my heart — 
To banish hope from love — and nurse no dream 
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Thy spotless soul itself shall blush to cherish I 

Hear me, Louise— thou loy 'st me ? 
Mdlle. de la VaU. Love thee, Louis I 

Louis. Thou lov'st me, — then confide 1 Who loves, trtAsta 

ever! 
Mdlle. de la Vail Trust thee I— ah! date It 
Louis [clamping her in his arms']. Ay, till death 1 What ho! 

Lausun ! 1 say I 

Miter Lauzun. 

JfdUe, de la VaU. No, no! 

Louis. Not tntst me, dearest ? 

[ShefaMa on his shovider — the Abbess and Nuns advance. 
Abbess. Still firm! 
Lau. No, madam! — Way there for the king! 
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ACT III.— SCENE I. 

An antechamber in the Palace of Madame la Duchess 
DE LA Yalliere at Versailles. 

Miter Lauzun and Madame de Montespan at 
opposite doors. 

Lau. Hal my fair friend, well met! — how fares Athend? 

Jfme. de Mon. Weary with too maeh gayetyl Now, 
tell me, 
Do you ne'er tire of splendor ? Does this round 
Of gaudy pomps — this glare of glitt'ring nothings — 
Does it ne'er pall upon you ? To my eyes 
'Tis as the earth would be if turf 'd with scarlet, 
Without one spot of green. 

Lau. We all feel thus 

Until we are used to it. Art has grown my nature. 
And if I see green fields, or ill-dressed people, 
I cry '*How artificial!" With me, ''Nature' 
Is "Paris and Versailles." The word, "a man. 
Means something noble, that one sees at court. 
Woman's the thing Heaven made for weariiig trinkets 
And talking scandal. That's my state of nature! 
You'll like it soon; you have that temper which 
Makes courts its element. 

Mme. de Mon. And how ? — define, sir. 

Lau. First, then — ^but shall I not ofEend 7 



If 
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Mme. de Mon. Be candid. 

I'd know my faults, to make them look like virtues. 

Lau. First, then, Athen^, you've an outward frankness. 
Deceit in you looks honester than truth. 
Thoughts, at court, like faces on the stage, 
Require some rouge. You rouge your thoughts so well, 
That one would deem their only fault, that nature 
Gave them too bright a bloom I 

Mme. de Mon. s Proceed 1 

Lau. Your wit 

Is of the true court breed — ^it plays with nothings; 
Just bright enough to warm, but never bum — 
Excites the dull, but ne'er offends the vain. 
You have much energy; it looks like feelingl 
Your cold ambition seems an easy impulse; 
Your head most ably counterfeits the heart, 
But never, like the heart, betrays itself 1 
Oh! you'll succeed at court! — you see I know you! 
Not so this new-made duchess — ^young La Vallidre. 

Mme. de Mon. The weak, fond fool! 

Lau. Yes, weak — she has a heart; 

Yet you^ too, love the king! 

Mme, de Mon. And she does not I 

She loves but Louis — ^I but love the hing : 
Pomp, riches, state, and power — ^these, who would love 
not? 

Lau. Bravo! well said! — Oh, you'll succeed at court! 
I knew it well! it was for this I chose you — 
Induced your sapient lord to waste no more 
Your beauty in the shade— for this prepared 
The duchess to receive you to her bosom, 
Her dearest friend; for this have duly fed 
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The king's ear with your praise, and clear'd your way 
To rale a sovereign and to Ahare a throne. 

Mme, de JHon, 1 know thou hast beea my arehiiect of 
power; 
And, when the pile is built — 

Lau. [with <i smile]. CouM still o'erthiow it, 

If thou couldst play the ingratel 

Mme, de ifon. I J — aayl 

Lau. Haar me. 

Each muat have need of each. Long live the king I 
Still let his temples ache beneath the <»*own. 
But all that kings can give — wealth, rank, and power — 
Must be for us — the king's frigid and his favorite. 

Afme. de Man. But is it easy to supplant the duchess? 
All love La Yalli^el Her meek nature shrinks 
Ev'n from our homage; and she wears her state 
As if she pray'd the world to pardon greatness. 

Lau. And thus destroys herself I At court, Athend^i 
Vice, to win followers, takes the front 4ji virtue^ 
And looks the dull plebeian idungs called moral 
To soorn, until they blush to be unlike her. 
Why is De Lauzun not her friend? Why plotting 
For a new rival? Why? — Because De Lauzun 
Wins not the power he looked for fnom her friendship! 
She keeps not old friends! — uid she makes no new ones I 
For who would be a friend to one who deems it 
A crime to ask his Mqestj a favor? 
^^Friends^' is a phrase ateourt that means Pri>modon/ 

Mme. de Mon. Her folly, I confess, would not he nune. 
But, grant her fiaults — the kii^ atill loves the duchess I 

Lau. Since none are by, I'll venture on a treasoui 
And say, the king's a manl — and men will change] 
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I have his ear, and you shall win his eye. 
'Gainst a new face, and an experienced courtier. 
What chance hath this poor, loving, simple woman? 
Besides, she has too much conscience for a king! 
He likes not to look up, and feel how low, 
Ev'n on the throne that overlooks the world, 
His royal greatness dwarfs beside that heart 
That never stoop'd to sin, save when it loved him! 

Mme. de Mon. You're eloquent, my Lordl 

Lau. Ah! of such natures 

You and I know but little! — [Aside.] This must cease, 
Or I shall all disclose my real aims ! 
[Aloud.] The king is with the duchess? 

Mme. de Mon. Yes. 

Lau. As yet 

She doth suspect you not? 

Mme. de Mon. Suspect! — the puppet! 

No; but full oft, her head upon my bosom, 
Calls me her truest friend 1 — invites me ever 
To amuse the king with my enlivening sallies, — 
And still breaks off, in sighing o'er the past. 
To wish her spirit were as blithe as mine. 
And fears her Louis wearies of her sadness. 

Lau. So, the plot ripens! — ere the king came hither, 
I had prepared his royal pride to chafe 
At that sad face, whose honest sorrow wears 
Reproach unconsciously I You'll learn the issue! 
Now, then, farewell!— We understand each other! 

[Exit Lauzun. 

Mme. de Mon. And once I loved this man! — and still 
might love him. 
But that 1 love ambition ! Yes, my steps 
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Now need a guide; but once upon 4ibe hetglit, 
And I will have no partner] Tkou, Lord Dake, 
With aU thine insolent air of proud protection, 
Uiou shalt wait trembling on mj nod, and bind 
Thy fortune to my wheels I O man! — ^yain mani 
Well sung the poet, — when this power of beauty 
Heaven gave our sex, it gave the only sceptre 
Which makes the wodd a slave! And I will wield it I 

[JExU Mm. Dfi MOKTBSPAN. 



SCENE 11. 

ITie scene opens and discovers the King and the DUCHIBSS J)E 
LA Yalliere at chess, 

Louis. But one move morel 

Duch. de la Vali. Not sol I check the king* 

Louis. A vain attempt I — the king is too well guarded I 
There,--<)heck again! Your game is lostl 

Duch. de la Vali. As usual, 

Ev'n from this mimic stage of war you rise 
Ever the victor. £^%^ leave the table and advance. 

Louis. 'Twere a fairer fortune. 

My own Louise, to reconcile the vanquished! 

Duch. de la ValL {sacUj/}. My best-loved Louisl 

Louis. Why so sad a tone ? 

Nay, smile, Louise! — ^Lovo thinks himself agg^rieved 
If Oave casts shadows o'er the heart it seeks 
To fill with cloudless sunshine! Smile, Louise! 
Ev'n unkind words were kinder than sad looks. 
There— noi(; thou gladd'st me! 
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Duch. de la Vail Yet ev'n thou, methought, 

Didst wear, this mom, a brow on which the light 
Shone less serenely than its wont I 

Louis. This morn 1 

Ay, it is true I — This morn I heard that France 
Hath lost a subject monarchs well might mourn! 
Oh! little know the world how much a king, 
Whose life is passed in purchasing devotion, 
Loses in one who merited all favor 
And scorned to ask the least! A king, Louise, 
Sees but the lackeys of mankind. The true 
Lords of our race — the high chivalric hearts — 
Nature's nobility — alas, are proud, 
And stand aloof, lest slaves should say they flatter! 
Of such a mold was he whom France deplores. 

Vuch. de la Vail. Tell me his name, that I, with thee, 
may mourn him. 

Louis. A noble name, but a more noble bearer; 
Not to be made by, but to make, a lineage. 
Once, too, at Dunkirk, 'twixt me and the foe. 
He thrust his gallant breast, already seamed 
With warrior-wounds, and his blood flowed for mine, 
Dead!-^his just merits all unrecompensed ! — 
Obscured, like sunlight, by the suppliant clouds! 
He should have died a marshal! Death did wrong 
To strike so soon! Alas, brave Bragelone! 

Dv^h. de la Vail. Ha! — did I hear aright, my liege— my 
Louis ? 
That name — that name! — thou saidst not *'Bragelone"? 

Louis. Such was his name, not often heard at court. 
Thou didst not know him? What! thou art pale! thou 
weepest! — 
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Thou art ill! Loaise, look upl [Be leads her to a seat. 

Duch. de la VaU. Be still, conscience! 

I did not slay himl — ^Died too soon 1 Alas! 
He shoald have died with all his hopes unblighted, 
Ere I was — what 1 ami 

Louis. What mean these words? 

Duch. de la Yall. How did death strike him? — ^what 
disease ? 

Louis. I know not. 

He had retired from service; and in peace 
Breathed out his soul to some remoter sky I 
France only guards his fame I What was he to thee 
That thou shouldst weep for him? 

Duch. de la Vail. Hast thou ne'er heard 

We were betrothed in youth ? 

Louis [agitated and aside\ Lauzun speaks truth! 
I'd not her virgin heart — she loved another 1 
[Aloud.'] Betrothed 1 You mourn him deeply! 

Duch. de la VaU. Sire, I do» ^ 

That broken heart! — ^1 was its dream — ^its idol! 
And with regret is mingled — what repentance? 

Louis [coldiy\. Repentance, madam! Well, the word is 
gracious! 

Duch. de la Vail. Pardon! oh, pardon! But the blow 
was sudden; 
How can the heart play courtier with remorse ? 

Louis. Bemorse! — again. Why be at once all honest, 
And say you love me not! 

Duch. de la Vail. Not love you, Louis? 

Louis. Not if you feel repentance to have loved! 

Dmh. de la VaU. What! think'st thou, Louis, I should 
love thee more 
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Did I lo\re virtue less, or kas r^ret it? 

Louis. I pray you teuce with these heroic speeohes; 
They please us in pomance— an li£e they weary. 

DtAch. de la Vail Louis, do I deserve this? 

Louis. Bather, lady. 

Do / deserve the mute reproaeh of sorrow ? 
Still less these ooustont, never-soothed complaints — 
This waiting- womaa jargon of ^^hst virtue.^ ^ 

Duch. de la Vail. Sire, this from you 1 

Louis. Why, oft, eooid others hear thee, 

Well might they deem thee some poor village Phoebe, 
Whodoa her false Lubin had deceived, and left, 
Robb'd of her only dower I and not the great 
Duchess la Yallidre, in our reahn of France 
Second to none but our anointed race. 
The envy of the beauty and the birth 
Of Europe '« court — oar city of the world: 
Is it so great disgrace, Louise la Valliire, 
To wear, unrivall'd, in thy breast, the heart 
Of Bourbon's latest, nor her least, of kings? 

Duch, de la ValL Sire, when you d)QigBed to love Me, 
I bad hoped 
You knew the sunshine of your royal favor 
Had fallen on a lowly flower. Let others 
Deem that tiiie splendor consecrates the sin 1 
I'd loved thee with as puie and proud a love. 
If thou hadst been the poorest cavalier 
That ever served a king — thou know'st it, Louis J 

Louis. I would not have it sol my fame, my ^ry. 
The purple and the orb, are part of me; 
And thou shouldst love them for my sake, and feel 
I were not Louis were I less the king. 
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Still weeping I Fie I I tell thee tears freeze back 
The very love I still would bear to thee I 

Vuch. de la VdU. "Would «<iK/''— didst thou say ''stilVl 

Louis. Come, ladyl 

Woman, to keep her empire o'er the heart, 
Must learn its nature— mold unto its bias — 
And rule by never dijffering from our humors. 

Dtich. de la Vail. I'll school my features, teach my lips 
to smile, 
Be all thou wilt; but say not "a^t'ZZ," dear Louis I 

Louis. Well, well! no further words; let peace be with us. 
[Aside.'] By Heaven, she weeps with yet intenser passion! 
It must be that she loved this Bragelone, 
And mourns the loftier fate that made her mine I 
[Ahud.] This gallant soldier, madam, your betrothed. 
Hath some share in your tears ? 

Duch. de la Vail. Oh, name him not; 

My tears are all unworthy dews to fall 
Upon a tomb so honored! 

Louis. Grant me patience! 

These scenes are very tedious, fair La ValliSre. 
In truth, we kings have, in the council-chamber, 
Enough to make us tearful ; — in the bower 
We would have livelier subjects to divert us. 

Duch. de la Vail. Again forgive me! I am sick at heart; 
I pray you pardon; — these sad news have marr'd 
The music of your presence, and have made me 
Fit but for solitude. I pray you, Sire, 
Let me retire; and when again I greet you, 
I'll wear the mien you'd have me! ^ 

Louis. Be it so ! 

Let me no more disturb you from your thoughts; 
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They must be sad. So brave — and your betroth'dl 
Your grief becomes you. 

Duch. de la Vail. You forgive me, Louis ? 
We do not part unkindly ? 

Louis. Fair one, no I [^aji< La Vallikbi. 

Louis. She was my first love, and my fondest. — Wa^I 
Alas, the word must come I — 1 love her yet, 
But love wanes glimmering to that twilight — ^friendship! 
Grant that she never loved this Bragelone; 
Still, tears and sighs make up dull interludes 
In passion's short- lived drama I She is good, 
Gentle, and meek — and I do think she loves me 
(A truth no king is sure of I) — But, in fine, 
I have begun to feel the hours are long 
Fass'd in her presence 1 what I hotly sought, 
Coldly I weary of. I'll seek De Lauzun: 
I like his wit — ^I almost like his knavery; 
It never makes us yawn, like high-flown virtues. 
Thirst, hunger, rest — these are the wants of peasants: 
A courtier's wants are titles, place, and gold; 
But a poor king, who has these wants so sated, 
Has only one want left — to be amused I [Exit Louis. 



SCENE III. 

Re-enter the Duchess de la Vallibbb. 

Duch. de la Vail. Louis! dear Louis I — Gone! alasl and 
left me 
Half in displeasure 1 — ^I was wrong, methinks, 
To — no! — ^I was not wrong Xofed remorse, 
But wrong to give it utteraneel 
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Enter Madamb db H0NTB8PAK. 

Mme. de Mon. What I alone, 
Fair friend ? I thought the king 

Duch. de la Vail. Has gone, in anger; 

Gold, and in anger. 

Mme. de Mon. What, with thee^ dear lady ? 
On the smooth surface of that angel meekness 
I should haye thought no angry breath could linger. 
But men and kings are 

Duch. de la Vail. Hush 1 I was to blame. 

The king's all goodness. Shall I write to him ? 
Letters have not our looks — and, oh, one look I 
How many hardest hearts one look hath won, 
A life consumed in words had woo'd in vain! 

Mme. de Mon. To-night there is high revel at the court; 
There you may meet your truant king. 

Duch. de la Vail. To-night. 

An agel — How many hours to night? 

Mme. de Mon. You know 

My office makes my home the royal palace; 
1 serve the queen, and thus shall see your Louis 
Ere tbe sun set. 

Duch. de la Vail. Youl — happy you/ 

Mme. de Mon. Perchance 

(The king is ever gracious to your friends. 
And knows me of the nearest), I might whisper, 
Though with less sweet tone, your message to him. 
And be your dove, and bear you back the olive ? 

Duch. de la Vail. My kind Athenft! 

Mme. de Mon. ^^y* 'tis yours the kindnesSy 

To wear my love so near your heart. But, tell me, 
Since you accept my heraldry, the cause 
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Of fitcife between yoa in this eoort of love. 

Duck, de la Vail. Alas I I know not, save that I ofi^uiedl 
The wherefore boots the heart that loves to know ? 

Mme. de Jfon. Not much, I own, the poor defendant — 
woman, 
But much the advoeate; I need the brief. 

Duch de la Vail. Methinks his kingly nature chafes to see 
It cfloiiiot rule the conscience as the heart; 
But, tell him, erca- henceforth I will ke^ 
Sad thoughts for lonely hours. — Athen^, tell him, 
That if he smile once more upon Louise, 
The smile shall never pass from that it shines on; 
Say — but I'll write myself. [JSiis down to the table and vorUes. 

Mme. de Mon. \aeide\. What need of schemes — 
Lauzun's keen wit — Athene's plotting spirit? 
She weaves herself the web that shall ensnare her I 

Duch. de la VaU. There; back these feeble words with all 
thy beauty. 
Thy conquering eyes, and thy bewitching smile, 
Sure never suit can fail with such a pleader 1 
And now a little while to holier sadness. 
And thine accursing memory, Bragelonel 

Mme. de Mon. Whom speak you of? — ^the hero of the 
Fronde? 
Who seem'd the last of the old Norman race, 
And half preserved to this degenerate age 
The lordly shape the ancient Bayards worel 

Duch. de la Vail. You praise him welll He was my 
father's friend, 
And should have been his son. We were affianced. 
And — but no jaore] Ah I cruel, cruel Louis I 
You mourn'd for him — how much more caufie have // 



Digitized by 



Google 



66 BULWER'S DRAMATIC WORKS [ACT m 

Mme. de Mon, [quickly], Whatl he is dead? your grief the 
king resented 7 
Knew he your troth had thus been pledged ? 

Dtich. de la Vail. Yes: 

And still he seem'd to deem it sin to mourn him I 

Mme. de Mon. [aside]. A clew — another clew — ^that I will 
follow, 
Until it lead me to the throne I — [Aloud.'] Well, cheer thee; 
Trust your true friend ; rely on my persuasion. 
Methinks I never task'd its powers till now. 
Farewell, and fear notl Oh! I'll plead your cause, 
As if myself the clientl — [Aside.] Thou art sentencedl 

[Exit Madame db Montbspak. 

DiLch. de la VaU. 'Tis a sweet solace still to have a friend — 
A friend in woman I Oh, to what a reed 
We bind our destinies, when man we love! 
Peace, honor, conscience lost — if I lose him, 
What have I left? How sinks my heart within mel 
I'll to my chamber; there the day of tears 
Lends night its smile! And Fm the thing they envy I 

[Exit Duchess de la Yalliebe. 



SCENE IV. 

The Gardens of Versailles — ^Lauzun, Grammont, and 
Courtiers. 

Lau. 'Tis now the hour in which our royal master 
Honors the ground of his rejoicing gardens 
By his illustrious footsteps! — there, my Lords, 
That is the true style-courtier 1 
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Gram. Out upon you I 

Your phrase would suit some little German princei 
Of fifteen hundred quarterings and five acres, 
And not the world's great Louis I 'Tis the hour 
When Phoebus shrinks abashed, and all the stars 
Envy the day that it beholds the kingl 

Enter Louis. 
Louis. My Lords, 

Pray you be cover' d. Hark ye, dear De Lauzun. 

[Exeunt the Courtiers, as the King takes Lauzun aside. 
The fair De Montespan ? 

Lau. Is worth the loving; 

And, by mine honor, while we speak she comes I 
A happy fortune. Sire, may I withdraw ? [Exit. 

Enter Madame db Montespan. [Salutes the King and 
passes on.] 

Louis. Fair madam, we had hoped you with you brought 
Some bright excuse to grace our cheerless presence 
With a less short-lived light I You dawn upon us 
Only to make us more regret your setting. 

Mme. de Mon. Sire, if I dared, I would most gladly hail 
A few short moments to arrest your presence. 
And rid me of a soft, yet painful duty. 

Louis. 'Tis the first time, be sure, so sweet a voice 
E'er craved a sanction for delighting silence. 
Speak on, we pray thee! 

Mme. de Mon. Gracious Sire, the duchess, 

Whom you have lately left, she fears, in anger, 
Besought me to present this letter to you. 
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Louis [tahee the htier, and aside]. She bloshes whilB she 
speaks! — 'Tig passing strange, 
I ne'er remark'd those darkly -dreaming -eyee. 
That melt in their own light I 

[Beads and carelessly pitis vp &e leUer^ 
It scarcely suits 
Her dignity, and ours, to choose a witness 
To what hath chanced bet^w^en ^is. She is good; 
But her youth, spent in some old country castle, 
Knows not the delicate spirit of a court. 

ifioe. de Mon. She bade me back her suit. Alas! my 
liege, 
Who can succeed, if fair La VAlliftre fail ? 

Louis. She bade thee? — ^she was prudent I Were/womaii| 
And loved, I'd not have 'Chosen such a herald. 

Mme. de Mon. Love varies in its colors with all tempers; 
The duchess is too proud to fear a rival, 
Too beautiful to find one. May I take 
Some word of comfort back to cheer her sadness. 
Made doubly deep by thoughts of your displeasars, 
And grief for a dear friend ? 

Louis. Ay, thett^s the sadness I 

Mine, de Mon. He was « gallant lord, this Bragelone, 
And her betrdSied. Perchance in youtti she loved hini| 
Ere the great sun had quench'd i/he morning 0larl 

Louis. She loved him! — t^hink'^st thou so? 

Mme. de Mon. Indeed I know iKOt; 

But I have heard her eloquent in praise. 
And seen her lost in woe. You will forgive herl 

Louis. Forgive her? — there's no cause! 

Mme. de Mon. Now, bless you. Sire, 

For that one word. My task is done. 
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Louis. Already ? 

Mme. de Mm. What can I more? Oh, let me hasten 
back I 
What rapture must be hers who can but fill 
An atom of the heart of godlike Louis! 
How much more the whole soul! — To lose thy love 
Must be, not grief, but some sublime despair, 
Like that the Roman felt who lost a world! 

Louis [aside]. By Heaven, she fires me I — a brave, royal 
spirit. 
Worthy to love a king! 

Mme. de Mon. To know thee hers, 

What pride! — what glory! Though all earth cried *'ShameI" 
Earth could not still the trumpet at her heart, 
That, with its swelling and exultant voice. 
Told her the earth was but the slave of Louis, 
And she the partner! And, O hour of dread! 
When (for the hour must come) some fairer form 
Shall win thee from her — still, methinks, 'twould be 
A boast to far posterity to point 
To all the trophies piled about thy throne. 
And say — '*He loved me once!" — O Sire, your pardon; 
I am too bold. 

Louis. Why, this were love, indeed. 

Could we but hope to win it. And such love 
Would weave the laurel in its wreaths of myrtle. 
Beautiful lady! while thou speak'st, I dream 
What love should be, — and feel where love is not I 
Thou com'st the suitor, to remain the judge; 
And I could kneel to thee for hope and mercy. 

Mme. de Mon. Ah, no! — ^ah, no! — she is my friend. And if 
She love not as I love — ^I mean, 1 might love — 
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Still she believes she loves thee. Tempt me not 
Who could resist thee! Sire, farewell! 

[Bxit Madame db Mokts»an. 
Louis. Her voice 

Is hush'd; but still its queen-like music lingers 
In my rapt ears. I dreamt Louise had loved me; 
She who felt love disgrace! Before the true. 
How the tame counterfeit grows pale and lifeless. 
By the sad brow of yon devout La Yalli^re 
1 feel a man, and fear myself a culprit! 
But this high spirit wakes in mine the sense 
Of what it is — ^I am that Louis whom 
The world has called **The Great!" — and in her pride 
Mirror mine own. This jaded life assumes 
The zest, the youth, the glory of excitement t 
To-night we meet again; — speed fast, dull hours! 

[Exit Louis. 

SCENE V. 

Or and Saloon in the Palace of VersaiUes^^n the back- 
ground the suite of apartments is seen in perspective — Cour- 
tiers, Ladies, etc. 

First Gour, [approa4:hing the Duch. de la Vail.']. Madam, 
your goodness is to France a proverb! 
If I might dare request, this slight memorial 
You would convey to our most gracious master? 
The rank of colonel in the royal guard 
Is just now vacant. True, I have not served; 
But I do trust my valor is w^ll known: 
I've kill'd three noted swordsmen in a duel! — 
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And, for the rest, a word from you were more 

Than all the laurels Holland gave to others. 
Duch. de la Vail. My lord, forgive me! I might ill 
deserve 

The friendship of a monarch, if, forgetting 

That honors'are the attributes of merit; — 

And they who sell the service of the public 

For the false coin, soft smiles and honey'd words 

Forged in the antechambers of a palace. 

Defraud a people to degrade a king! 

If you have merits, let (hem plead for you; 

Nor ask in whispers what you claim from justice. 
Mme. de Mon, [to first Courtier , a^ the Duch. de la Vail, 
turns away]. Give me the paper. Hush I the king 
shall see it I [Music. 

Enter the KiNG, Grammont, and other Courtiers. He pauses 
by the Queen, and accosts her respectfully in dumb show. 

Oram, [aside.] With what a stately and sublime decorum 
His Majesty throws grandeur o'er his foibles! 
He not disguises vice; but makes vice kingly — 
Most gorgeous of all sensualists ! 

Lau. How different 

His royal rival in the chase of pleasure. 
The spendthrift, saunteriug Second Charles of England! 
Oram. Ay, Jove to Comus! 

Lau. Silence! Jove approaches! 

[The crowd breaks up into groups; the King passes slowly 

from each till he joins the DuGHESS DE LA Yallierb; 

the Courtiers retire. 

Louis. Why, this is well. I thank you. 

Duch. de la Vail. And forgive me? 
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Louis. Forgive you I You mistake me: wounded feeling 
Is not displeasure. Let this pass, Louise. 
Your lovely friend has a most heavenly smilel 

Dtich. de la VaU. And a warm heart. In truth, my liege, 
I'm glad 
You see her with my eyes. 

Louis. You have no friend 

Whose face it glads me more to look upon. 

[Aside, and gazing on ICoNTBSFAN. 
(What thrilling eyes!) — [Aloud.] My thanks are due to het^ 
For, with the oil of her mellifluous voice, 
Smoothing the waves the passing breesK had ruffled. 

[Joins Madamb db Montbspak, and leads her Ihromgh 
the crowd to the bach of the stage. 

Lau. Your grace resolves no more to be content 
Eclipsing others. You eclipse yourself. 

Ihwh. de la VaU. I thought you were a friend, and not 
a flatterer. 

Lau. Friendship would lose its dearest privilege 
If Friendship were forbidden to admire I 
Why, ev'n the king admires your grace's friend, — 
Told me to-day she was the loveliest lady 
The court could boast. Nay, see how, while they speaki 
He gazes on her. How his breathing fans 
The loeks that shade the roses of her cheek! 

DiLch de la VaU. Ha! Nay, be still, my heart. 

Lau. It is but friendahipi 

But it looks wondrous warm! 

DwJi. de la Vail He cannot mean it! 

And yet — and yet — he lingers on her hand — 
He whispers! 

Lau. How the gossips gaze and smile 1 
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There'll be muoh seandal* 

Duch, de la Vail Lauzunl — what! — ^thoa think'st not — 
No, no, thou canst not think 

Lau. That courts know treachery. 

That women are ambitious, or men false; 
I will not think it. Pshaw! 

Duch, de la Vail. Mj brain swims round I 

Louis, of late, hath been so changed. How fair 
She looks to-night I — and, oh, sJie has not fallen! 
He comes — he nears us — he has left her. Fie! 
My foolish fancies wronged him I 

Lau. The spell works. 

Mme. de Mon. \as the king quits her, to First Courtier, giving 
him bach the paper]. My Lord, your suit is granted. 

First Gour. Blessings, madam 1 

[The other Courtiers come round him. 

Second Cour. Her influence must be great. I know three 
dukes 
Most pressing for the post. 

Third Cour. A rising sun, 

Worthier of worship than that cold La Valli&re. 
The king as well, methinks, might have no mistress, 
As one by whom no courtier grew the richer. 

[The Courtiers group round Madame de Montespan. 

Louis. My Lords, you do remember the bright lists 
Which, in the place termed thenceforth "TAa Carrousel^'''* * 
We sometimes held? — a knightly tournament, 
That brought us back the age of the First Francis! 



' The PUce du Carrousel was so named from a splendid f estiral giTen by 
Locoa On tbe leeond day, deleted to knighUy gamei^ the king, who appeared 
in the character of Soger, carried off four prizes. All the crown Jewels were 
prodigalized on his arms and the trappings of his horse. 

*D Bulwer, Vol. XXIX 
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Lau. Of all your glorious festivals, the greatest I 
Who but remembers ? 

Duch, de la Vail. \aside\. Then he wore my colors. 
How kind to bring back to my yearning heart 
That golden spring-time of our early loves! 

Louis. Next week we will revive the heroic pageant, 
Proud plumes shall wave, and levell'd spears be shiver'd; 
Ourself will take the lists, and do defy 
The chivalry of our renownM Prance, 
In honor of that lady of our court 
For whom we wear the colors, and the motto 
Which suits her best — ^^Most bright where all are brilliant t " 

Oram. Oh, a most kingly motion I 

Louis. Ere we part, 

Let each knight choose his colors and his lady. 
Ourself have set the example. 

{The Courtiers mingle with the Ladies, etc., many 
Ladies give their colors. 

Duch. de la Vail, [timidly]. Oh, my Louis! 
I read thy heart; thou hast chosen this device 
To learn thy poor Valliftre to be proud. 
Nay, turn not from my blessings. Once before 
You wore my colors, though I gave them not. 
To-night I give them! — Louis loves me still! 

[Takes one of the knots from her breast^ and presents it 

Louis. Lady, the noblest hearts in France would beat 
More high beneath your badge. Alas! my service 
Is vow*d already here. 

[Turning to Madame de Montespan, and placing a 
knot of her colors over his order of the Saint Esprit. 
These are my colors! 
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Ditch, de la Vail. Howl How! 

[The King converses apart with Madamb db Montbspak. 
Lau. \to the Duch. de la Vail}. Be calm, your Grace; a 
thousand eyes 
Are on you. Give the envious crowd no triumph. 
Ah ! had my fortune won so soft a heart 

I would have 

I>uch. de la Vail. Peace I — Away! Betray 'd I — Undone 1 



Digitized by 



Google 



76 BULWER'S DRAMATIC WORKS [act iv 



ACT IV.— SCENE I. 

The Oardens at Versailles. 

Enter Lauzun. 
Lau. So far, so prosperous! From the breast of Louis, 
The blooming love it bore so long a summer 
Falls like a fruit o'er-ripe; and, in the court. 
And o'er the king, this glittering Montespan 
Queens it without a rival, — ^awes all foes. 
And therefore makes all friends. State, office, honors, 
Beflect her smile, or fade before her frown. 
So far, so well! Enough for Montespan. 
For Lauzun now! — I love this fair La Vallidre, 
As well, at least, as woman's worth the loving; 
And if the jewel has one trifling flaw. 
The gold* 'tis set in will redeem the blemish. 
The king's no niggard lover; and her wealth 
Is vast. I have the total in my tablets — 
(Besides estates in Picardy and Provence.) 
I'm very poor — my debtors very pressing. 
I've robb'd the duchess of a faithless lover, 
To give myself a wife, and her a husband. 
Wedlock's a holy thing, — and wealth a good one I 

Enter Louis. 

Louis. The day is long — I have not seen Athen^. 
Pleasure is never stagnant in her presence; 
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But every breeze of woman's changef al skies 
Bipples the stream, and freshens e*en the sunshine. 

Lau. 'Tis said, your Majesty, '*that contrast's sweet," 
And she you speak of well contrasts another, 
Whom once 

Louis. I loved; and still devoutly honor. 

This poor La Valliftre I — could we will affection, 
I would have never changed. And even now 
I feel Athend has but charmed my senses, 
And my void heart still murmurs for Louise I 
I would we could be friends, since now not lovers, 
Nor dare be happy while I know her wretched. 

Lau. Wearies she still your Majesty with prayers, 
Tender laments, and passionate reproaches? 

Louis. Her love outlives its hopes. 

Lau. An irksome task 

To witness tears we cannot kiss away. 
And with cold friendship freeze the ears of love! 

Louis. Most irksome and most bootless I 

Lau. Haply, Sire, 

In one so pure, the charm of wedded life 
Might lull keen griefs to rest, and curb the love 
Thou fliest from to the friendship that thou seekest ? 

Louis. IVe thoi^ht ol this. This Duke de Longueville 
loves her. 
And hath besought before her feet to lay 
His princely fortunes. 

Lau. \3yickly\. Hal-^ndshe— 

Louis. Bejeots him. 

Lau. Sire, if love's sun, once set, bequeaths a twilight, 
'Twould only hover o'er scMiie form whom chance 
Had link'd with Louis— some one (though unworthy) 
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Whose presence took a charm from brighter thoughts 
That knit it with the past. 

Louis. Why, how now, Duke I— 

Thou speak'st not of thyself I 

Lau. I dare not, Sire I 

Louis. Ha, ha I — poor LauzunI — whatl the soft La Val- 
liftre 
Transfer her sorrowing heart to thee? Ha, ha I 

Lau. My name is not less noble than De Longueville's; 
My glory greater, since the world has said 
Louis esteems me more. 

Louis. Esteems! TSo\— favors! - 

And thou dost think that she, who shrunk from love, 
Lest love were vice, would wed the wildest lord 
That ever laugh'd at virtue ? 

Lau. Sire, you wrong me, 
Or else you (pardon me) condemn yourself. 
Is it too much for one the king calls friend 
To aspire to one the king has caird 

Louis. Sir, hold! 

I never so malign' d that hapless lady 
As to give her the title only due 
To such as Montespan, who glories in it — 
The last my mistress; but the first my victim : 
A nice distinction, taught not in your logic. 
Which, but just now, confused esteem and favor. 
Go to! we kings are not the dupes you deem us. 

Lau. \aside\. So high! I'll win La Valli^re to avenge me. 
And humble this imperial vanity. 
[Alovd.l Sire, I offend! Permit me to retire. 
And mourn your anger; nor presume to guess 
Whence came the cause. And, since it seems jomt favor ' .. ..^^^^^^ 
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Made me aspire too high, in that I loved 

Where you, Sire, made love noble, and half-dream'd 

Might he — nay, am not — wholly there disdain'd — 

Lonis. How, Duke? 

Lau, I do renounce at once 

The haughty vision. Sire, permit my absence. 

Louis. Lauzun, thou hintest that, were suit allow'd thee, 
La Yalli^re might not scorn it; — is it so ? 

Lau. I crave your pardon, Sire. 

Louis. Must I ask twice ? 

Lau. I do believe, then. Sire, with time and patience, 
The duchess might be won to — not reject me I 

Louis. Go, then, and prove thy fortune. We permit thee. 
And, if thou prosperest, why then love's a riddle, 
And woman is — no matter! Q-o, my Lordl 
We did not mean to wound thee. So, forget it! 
Woo when thou wilt — and wear what thou canst win. 

Lau. Mj gracious liege, Lauzun commends him to thee; 
And if one word, he merit not, may wound him, 
He'll think of favors words can never cancel. 
Memory shall med'cine to his present pain. 
God save you. Sire! — {aside'] to be the dupe I deem you! 

[Eocit Lauzun. 

Louis. I love her not; and yet, methinks, am jealous! 
Lauzun is wise and witty — knows the sex; 
What if she do? — No! I will not believe it. 
And what is she to me ? — a friend — a friend! 
And I would have her wed. 'Twere best for both — 
A balm for conscience — an excuse for change! 
'Twere best: — ^I marvel much if she'll accept him! 

[Exit Louis. 
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SCENE II. 

A private apartment in the Palace of the DuCHESS DS LA 
Vallierb. 

Enter the DucHBSS DE LA Vallierb. 

Duch. de la ValL He loves me, then, no longer! All the 
words 
Earth knows shape but one thought — **He loves no longer!'* 
Where shall I tnrn ? My mother — my poor mother! 
Sleeps the long sleep I 'Tis better so! Her life 
Ban to its lees. I will not mourn for her. 
But it is hard to be alone on earth! 
This love, for which I gave so much^ is dead, 
Save in my heart; and love, surviving love, 
Changes its nature^ and becomes deapairl 
Ah, me I — ah, me! how hateful is thia world I 

Enter Gentleman of the Chamber. 

OtnL The Duke de Lauzun ! 

Duck, de la Vail. News, sweet news, of Louis! 

Erder Lauzun. 

Lau. Dare 1 dkturb your thoughts? 

Duch. de la ValL My Lord, yoa'ie welcome! 

Game you froia eourt to-day? 

Lau. I left the kii^ 

But just now, in the gardens. 

Ditch, de la Vail, [eagerly]. Well! 



Digitized by 



Google 



SCENE n] THE DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE 81 

Lau. He bore him 

With his aecustom'd health! 

Duch. de la Vail, Proceed. 

Lau. Dear lady, 

I have no more to tell. 

Duch. de la Vail, \aside\, Alas I No message I 

Lau. We did converse, 'tis true, upon a subject 
Most dear to one of ua. Your Grace divines it? 

Duch. de la Vail, [joyfully]. Was it of me he spoke? 

Lau. Of you 

/spoke, and he replied. I praised your beauty — 

Duch. de la Vail. You praised! 

Lau. Your form, your face— that wealth of mind 

Which, play'd you not the miser, and concealed it, 
Would buy up all the coins that pass for wit. 
The king, assenting, wish'd he might behold you 
As happy — ^as your virtues should have made you. 

Duch. de la Vail. 'Twas said in mockery! 

Lau. l«ady, no! — in kindness. 

Nay, more (he added), would you yet your will 
Mold to his wish — 

DvAih. de la Vail, His wish! — the lightest! 

Lau. Ah ! 

You know not how my heart throbs while yon speak! 
Be not so rash to promise; or, at least. 
Be faithful to perform! 

Duch. de la Vail. You speak in riddles. 

Lau. Of your lone state and beautiful affections, 
Porm'd to make Home an Eden, our good king. 
Tenderly mindful, fain would see you link 
Your lot to one whose love might be your shelter. 
He spake, and all my long-conceal'd emotions 
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Gush'd into words, and I confessed — ^O lady, 
Hear me confess once more — how well I love theel 

Duch. de la Vail. You dared? — and he — the king — 

Lau. Upon me smiled, 

And bade me prosper. 

Duch. de la Vail Ahl 

[j&nks down and covers her /ace with her hands. 

Lau. ^^7) ^^J% look upl 

The heart that could forsake a love like thine 
Doth not deserve regret. Look up, dear lady I 

Duch. de la VaU. He bade thee prosper I 

Lau. Pardon 1 My wild hope 

Outran discretion. 

Du^h. de la VaU. Louis bade thee prosper I 

Lau. Ah, if this thankless — this remorseless love 
Thou could' st forget I Oh, give me but thy friendship, 
And take respect, faith, worship, all, in Lauzunl 

Du^h. de la VaU. Consign me to another I Well, 'tis well! 
Earth's latest tie is broke! — earth's hopes are over! 

Lau. Speak to me, sweet Louise I 

Duch. de la VaU. So, thou art he 

To whom this shatter'd heart should be surrender'd? — 
And thou, the high-born, glittering, scornful Lauzun^ 
Would take the cast-oS leman of a king. 
Nor think thyself disgraced I Fie I — &el thou'rt shamelesaf 

Lau. You were betray'd by love, and not by sin, 
Nor low ambition. Your disgrace is honor 
By the false side of dames the world ealla spotless. 

Du4ih. de la Vail Go, ttr, nor make me socum yon. If 
I've err'd, 
I know, at least, the majesty of virtue, 
And feel — what you forget. 
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Lau, Yet hear me, madam! 

Duch, de la Vail Go, gol You are the king's friend — 
you were mine; 
I would not have you thus debased — ^refused 
By one at once the fallen and forsaken I 
His friend shall not be shan^d so! 

[Exit the Duchess de la Vallibrb. 

Lau. [passing his hand over his eyes'], I do swear 
These eyes are moist! And he who own'd this gem 
Casts it away, and cries ** divine'' to tinsel! 
So falls my hope. My fortunes call me back 
To surer schemes. Before that ray of goodness 
How many plots shrunk, blinded, into shadow! 
Lauzun forgot himself, and dreamt of virtue! 

[Exit Lauzun. 

SCENE III. 

Gentleman of the Chamber, and Bragelone, as a Fran- 
ciscan friar. 

Oeni. The duchess gone! I fear me that, to- day, 
You are too late for audience, reverend father. 

Brage. Audience ! — a royal phrase ! — it suits the duchess. 
Go, son; announce me. 

Gent By what name, my father? 

Brage. I've done with names. Announce a nameless 
monk. 
Whose prayers have risen o'er some graves she honors. 

Gent, [aside]. My lady is too lavish of her bounty 
To these proud shavelings: yet, methinks, this friar 
Hath less of priest than warrior in his bearing. 
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He awes me with his stem and thrilling voice, 
His stately gesture, and imperious eye. 
And yet, I swear, he comes for alms I — the varletl 
Why should I heed him? 
Br age. Didst thou hear? Begone! 

[Exit G-entleman. 
Yes, she will know me not. My lealest soldier. 
One who had march'd, bare-breasted, on the steel, 
If I had bid him cast away the treasure 
Of the o'er-valued life; the nurse that rear'd me, 
Or mine own mother, in these shroudlike robes 
And in the immature and rapid age 
Which, from my numb'd and withering heart, hath crept 
Unto my features, now might gaze upon me. 
And pass the stranger by. Why should she know me, 
If they who loved me know not ? Hark 1 I hear her: 
That silver footfall I — still it hath to me 
Its own peculiar and most spiritual music. 
Trembling along the pulses of the air, 
And dying on the heart that makes its echol 
'Tisshel How lovely yet 1 

Enter the DuOHESS DE LA Vallierb. 

Dueh. de la Vail. Your blessing, father. 

Brage. Let courts and courtiers bless the favor'd duchess: 
Courts bless the proud; Heaven's ministers, the humble. 

Duck, de la VaU. He taunts me, this poor friar I Well, 
my father, 
I have obey'd your summons. Do you seek 
Masses for souls departed?-— or the debt 
The wealthy owe the poor ? — say on I 

Brage. [aside}. Her heart 
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Is not jet hardened t Daughter, saeli a misBioD 
Were sweeter tbMi tbe task which urged me hither: 
You had a lover once — a plain, bold soldier; 
He loved you wellF 

Duch, de la Vail. Ah, Heaven I 

Brage. And you forsook him. 

Your choice was natural — some might call it noble! 
And this blunt soldier pardon'd the desertion^ 
But sunk at what bis folly term'd dishonor. 

Duch. de la ValL O father, spare me I — if dishonor werOi 
It rested but with me. 

Brage. So decm*d the world, 

But not that foolish soldier 1 — he had Icarn'd 
To blend his thoughts, his fame, himself^ with ttiee; 
Thou wert a purer, a diviner self; 
He loved thee as a warrior worships glory; 
He loved thee as a Soman honor'd virtue; 
He loved thee as thy sex adore ambition; 
And when Pollution breathed upon bis idol 
It blasted glory, virtue, and ambition, 
Fiird up each crevice in the world of thought, 
And poison'd earth with thy contagious shame I 

Duch. de la Vail. Spare me! in mercy, spare met 

Brage. This pocnr fool, 

This shadow, Hving only on thy light. 
When thou wert darkened, could but choose to die. 
He left the wars; no fame, since thine was dim: 
He left his land; — what home without Louise? 
It broke— ftat stubborn, stem, unbending heart — 
It broke! and, breaking, its last sigb — ^forgave theel 

Duch. de la VaU. And I live on! 

Brage. One eve, nethinke, he told aw, 
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Thy hand around his hauberk wound a scarf; 

And thy voice bade him *'Wear it for the sake 

Of one who honored worth 1*' Were those the words? 

Duch. de la Vail. They were. Alas I alas! 

Brage. He wore it, lady, 

Till memory ceased. It was to him the token 
Of a sweet dream; and, from his quiet grave. 
He sends it now to thee. — Its hues are faded. 

Duch. de la Vail. Give it me! — let me bathe it with my 
tears! 
Memorial of my guilt — 

Brage. [in a soft and tender accent]. And his forgiveness! 

Duch. de la Vail. That tone! ha! while thou speakest, in 
thy voice, 
And in thy presence, there is something kindred 
To him we jointly mourn : thou art — 

Brage. His brother: 

Of whom, perchance, in ancient years he told thee; 
Who, early wearied of this garish world. 
Fled to the convent-shade, and found repose. 

Duch. de la Vail, [approaching']. Ay, is it so? — thou'rt 

. Bragelone's brother? 
Why, then, thou art what he would be, if living — 
A friend to one most friendless! 

Brage. Friendless — Ay, 

Thou hast learned, betimes, the truth, that man^s wild pas- 
sion 
Makes but its sport of virtue, peace, afEection; 
And breaks the plaything when the game is done! 
Friendless! — I pity thee! 

Duch. de la Vail. Oh! holy father, 

Stay with me! — succor me! — reprove, but guide me: 
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Teach me to wean my thoughts from earth to heaveiii 
And be what God ordain'd hia ehosen priests — 
Foes to our sin, but friends to onr despair. 

Brage. Daughter, a heavenly and a welcome dutji 
But one most rigid and austere: there is 
No composition witk our debts of sin. 
God claims thy soul; and, lo! his creature th^rel 
Thy choice must be between them — God or maUf 
Virtue or guilt; a Louis or — 

Duch. de la Vail, A Louis I 

Not mine the poor atonement of the choice; 
I am, myself, the Abandoned One! 

Brage. I know it; 

Therefore my mission and my ministry. 
When he who loved thee died, he bade me wait 
The reason when the sicklied blight of shame 
Creeps o'er the bloom of Passion, when the way 
Is half prepared by Sorrow to Repentance, 
And seek you then, — he trusted not in vain: 
Perchance an idle hope, but it consoled him. 

Duch. de la Vali. No, not — not idle I — ^in my hiq>piest hows, 
When the world smiled, a void was in this heart 
The world could never fill: thy brother knew mel 

Brage. I do believe thee, daughter. Hear me yet; 
My mission is not ended. When thy mother 
Lay on the bed of death (she went before 
The sterner heart the same blow broke more slowly), — 
As thus she lay, around the swimming walls 
Her dim eyes wandered, searchii^ through the shadows, 
As if the spirit, half-rede«3i'd from clay. 
Could force its will to shape, and from the daikoM^ 
Body a daughter's image — (nay, be still t) 
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Thou wert not there; — alas I thy shame had murdered 
Even the blessed sadness of that duty I 
But o'er that pillow watch'd a sleepless eye, 
And by that couch moved one untiring step, 
And o'er that suffering rose a ceaseless prayer; 
And still thy mother's voice, whene'er it call'd 
Upon a daughter — found a son! 

Duch. de la Vail. O Heaven 1 

Have mercy on me! 

Brage. Coldly through the lattice 

Gleam'd the slow dawn, and, from their latest sleep. 
Woke the sad eyes it was not thine to close! 
And, as they fell upon the haggard brow, 
And the thin hairs — grown gray, but not by Time — 
Of that lone watcher — while upon her heart 
Gush'd all the memories of the mighty wrecks 
Thy guilt had made of what were once the shrines 
For Honor, Peace, and God! — that aged woman 
(She was a hero's wife) upraised her voice 
To curse her child I 

Duch. de la Vail. Go on! — be kind, and kill me! 

Brage. Then he, whom thoughts of what he was to thee 
Had made her son, arrested on her lips 
The awful doom, and, from the earlier past. 
Invoked a tenderer spell — a holier image! 
Painted thy gentle, soft, obedient childhood — 
Thy guileless youth, lone state, and strong temptation; 
Thy very sin the overflow of thoughts 
From wells whose source was innocence; and thus 
Sought, with the sunshine of thy maiden spring, 
To melt the ice that lay upon her heart, 
Till all the mother flow'd again! 
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Duch. de la Vail, And she ! 

Brage, Spoke only onoe again! She died — and blessed 
thee! 

Dxich. de la VaU. [rushing out]. No more! — ^I can no 
more! — my heart is breaking! 

Brage. The angel hath not left her! — ^if the plumes 
Have lost the whiteness of their younger glory, 
The wings have still the instinct of the skies, 
And yet shall bear her up ! 

Louis [without]. We need you not, sir; 

Ourself will seek the duchess. 

Brage. The king's voice! 

How my flesh creeps! — my foe, and her destroyer! 
The ruthless, heartless — 

[His hand seeks rapidly and mechanically for his sword-hiU, 

Why, why! — where's my sword? 
O Lord! I do forget myself to dotage: 
The soldier, now, is a poor helpless monk, 
That hath not even curses. Satan, hence! 
Oct thee behind me. Tempter! — ^There, I'm calm. 



SCENE IV. 
Louis and Bragelonb. 

Louis. I can no more hold parley with impatienoe. 
But long to learn how Lausun's courtship prospers. 
She is not here. At prayers, perhaps. The duchess 
Hath grown devout. A friar! — Save you, father! 

Brage. I thank thee, son. 

Louis. He knows me not. WeU, monk, 
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Are you her Grace's almoner? 

Brage. Sire, no! 

Louis. So short, yet know us ? 

Brage. Sire, I do. You are 

The man — 

Louis. How, priest! — the man I 

Brage. The word ofEends you? 

The king, who raised a maiden to a duchess. 
That maiden's father was a gallant subject: 
Kingly reward 1— you made his daughter duchess. 
That maiden's mother was a stainless matron: 
Her heart you broke, though mother to a duchess! 
That maiden was affianced from her youth 
To one who served you well — nay, saved your life: 
His life you robb'd of all that gave life value; 
And yet — you made his fair betroth'd a duchess: 
You are that king. The world proclaims you **Great"; 
A million warriors bled to buy your laurels; 
A million peasants starved to build Yersailles: 
Your people famish; but your court is splendid I 
Priests from the pulpit bless your glorious reign; 
Poets have sung you greater than Augustus; 
And painters placed you on immortal canvas, 
Limn'd as the Jove, whose thunders awe the world: 
But to the humble minister of Heaven, 
You are the king who has betray'd his trust — 
Beggar'd a nation but to bloat a court, 
Seen in men's lives the pastime to ambition, 
Look'd but on virtue as the toy for vice; 
And, for the first time, from a subject's lips, 
Kow learns the name he leaves to Time and G-od! 

Louis. Add to the bead-roll of that king's offences, 
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That when a foul-mouth'd monk assumed the rebel, 
The monster-king forgave him. Hast thou done ? 

Brage. Your changing hues belie your royal mien; 
111 the high monarch veils the trembling man! 

Louis. Well, you are privileged 1 It ne'er was said 
The Fourteenth Louis, in his proudest hour, 
Bow'd not his sceptre to the Church's crozier. 

Brage. Alas! the Church/ 'Tis true, this garb of serge 
Dares speech that daunts the ermine, and walks free 
Where stout hearts tremble in the triple mail. 
But wherefore ? — Lies the virtue in the robe, 
Which the moth eats ? or in these senseless beads ? 
Or in the name of Priest ? The Pharisees 
Had priests that gave their Saviour to the cross I 
No! we have high immunity and sanction. 
That Truth may teach humanity to Power, 
Glide through the dungeon, pierce the armed throng. 
Awaken Luxury on her Sybarite couch, 
And, startling souls that slumber on a throne. 
Bow kings before that priest of priests — the Conscience I 

Louis [aside']. An awful man! unlike the reverend crew 
Who praise my royal virtues in the pulpit, 
And — ask for bishoprics when church is over! 

Brage. This makes us sacred. The profane are they 
Honoring the herald while they scorn the mission. 
The king who serves the Church, yet clings to Mammon ; 
Who fears the pastor, but forgets the flock; 
Who bows before the monitor, and yet 
Will ne'er forego the sin, may sink, when age 
Palsies the lust and deadens the temptation, 
To the priest-ridden, not repentant, dotard. 
For pious hopes hail superstitious terrors, 
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And seek some sleek Iscariot of the Churchy 
To sell salvation for the thirty pieces I 

Louis \a8ide\. He speaks as one inspired I 

Br age. Awake I — awake! 

Great though thou art, awake thee from the dream 
That earth was made for kings — mankind for slaughter — 
Woman for lust — the people for the palace I 
Dark warnings have gone forth; along the air 
Lingers the crash of the First Charles's throne I 
Behold the young, the fair, the haughty king I 
The kneeling courtiers, and the flattering priests: 
Lo! where the palace rose, behold the scafiold — 
The crowd — the axe— the headsman — and the victim! 
Lord of the silver lilies, canst thou tell 
If the same fate await not thy descendant! 
If some meek son of thine imperial line 
May make no brother to yon headless spectre! 
And when the sage who saddens o'er the end 
Tracks back the causes, tremble, lest he find 
The seeds, thy wars, thy pomp, and thy profusion 
Sow'd in a heartless court and breadless people, 
Grew to the tree from which men shaped the scaffold, — 
And the long glare of thy funereal glories 
Light unborn monarchs to a ghastly grave! 
Beware, proud king I the Past cries aloud, 
A prophet to the future! Wake! — beware! 

\Exit Bbagsloxs. 

Louis. Gone! Most ill-omen'd voice and fearful shape! 
Scarce seem'd it of the earth; a thing that breathed 
But to fulfil some dark and dire behest; 
To appal us, and to vanish. — ^The quick blood 
Halts in my veins. Oh! never till this hour 
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Heard I the voice that awed the soul of Louis, 

Or met one brow that did not quail before 

My kingly gaze I And this unmitred monk! 

I'm glad that none were by. — It was a dream; 

So let its memory like a dream depart. 

I am no tyrant — nay, I love my people. 

My wars were made but for the fame of France! 

My pomp! why, tush I — what king can play the hermit? 

My conscience smites me not; and but last eve 

I did confess, and was absolved 1 — A bigot; 

And half, methinks, a heretic I I wish 

The Jesoits had the probing of his doctrines. 

Well, well, 'tis o'er!— What ho, there! 

Enter Gentleman of the Chamber. 

Louis. Wine ! Apprise 

Once more the duchess of our presence. — Stay! 
Yon monk, what doth he here ? 

Qent. I know not. Sire, 

Nor saw him till this day. 

Louis. Strange ! — Wine ! 

[Exit Gentleman. 



SCENE V. 
Duchess db la Vallibrb and Louis. 

Louis. Well, madam. 

We've tarried long your coming, and meanwhile 
Have found your proxy in a madman monk. 
Whom, for the future, we would pray you spare us. 
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Be-erUer Gtenileman wiA unne. 

So, sol the draught restores ns. Fair La Vallidre, 
Make not yon holy man your confessor; 
You'll find small comfort in his lectures. 

Duch. de la VaU. Siie, 

His meaning is more kindly than his manner. 
1 pray you, pardon him. 

Louis. Ay, ay! No more; 

Let's think of him no more. You had, this morn, 
A courtlier visitant, methinks — De Laazun? 

Ditch, de la VaU. Yes, Sire. 

Louis. A smooth and gallant gentleman. 

You're silent. Silence is assent; 'tis well 1 

Dv^h. de la Vail, [aside]. Down, my full heart! — ^Theduke 
declares your wish 
Is that — that I should bind this broken heart 
And — nol I cannot speak — 

[ With great and sudden energj/] 

Tou wish me wed, Siret 

Louis. 'Twere best that you should wed; and yet, De 
Lauzun 
Is scarce the happiest choice. — But as thou wilt. 

Duch. de la Vail. ** 'Twere best that I should wed!"— 
thou saidst it, Louis; 
Say it once more! 

Louis. In honesty, I think so. 

Du>ch. de la Vail. My choice is made, then — I obey the 
fiat, 
And will become a bride! 

Louis. The duke has sped! 

I trust he loves thyself i and not thy dower. 
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l)uch, de la Vail, The dnkel what, hast thou read so ill 
this soal 
That thou couldst deem thus meanly of that book 
Whose every page was bared to thee? A bitter 
Lot has been mine — ^and this sums up the measure. 
Go, Louis 1 go! — All glorious as thou art — 
Earth's Agamemnon — the great king of men— 
Thou wert not worthy of this woman's heart 1 

Louis. Her passion moves me! — Then your choice has 
fallen 
Upon a nobler bridegroom ? 

Duch. de la Vail, Sire, it hath! 

Louis, May I demand that choice. 

Duch. de la Vail, ' I'oo soon thou'lt learn it. 

Not yet! Ah me! 

Louis. Nay, sigh not, my sweet duchess. 

Speak not so sadly. What though love hath past, 
Friendship remains; and still my fondest hope 
Is to behold thee happy. Come! — thy hand; 
Let us be friends! We are so! 

Duch. de la Vail, Friends I — no morel 

So, it hath come to this! I am contented! 
Yes — we are friends 1 

Louis. And when your choice is made, 

You will permit your friend to hail your bridals ? 

Duch, de la Vail. Ay, when my choice is made. 

Louis, This poor De Lauzun 

Hath then no chance? I'm glad of it, and thus 
Seal our new bond of friendship on your hand. 
Adieu! — and Heaven protect you! [Exit Louis. 

DvAih. de la Vail, [gazing after hirri]. Heaven hath heard 
thee; 
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And in tkis kuii moot croel, but most gvaciona, 
Proof of thy ooldnesSi breaks the lingering chain 
That bound mj aoal to earth. 

Enter Bbagelonb. 

O holy fatherl 
Brother to him whose grave my guilt prepared. 
Witness my firm resolve, support my struggles, 
And guide me back to Yirtue through Bepentancel 

Brage, Pause, ere thou dost decide. 

Duch, de la Vail. I've paused too long. 

And now, impatient of this weary load, 
Sigh for repose. 

Brage. O Heaven, "receive her back! 

Through the wide earth, the sorrowing dove hath flown 
And found no haven; weary though her wing 
And sullied with the dust ai lengthened travail. 
Now let her flee away and be at restt 
The peace that man has broken — thou restore, 
Whose holiest name is FathbbI 

Duch. de la VmTL Hear us, Heaven. 
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ACT v.— SCENE I. 
Unter Madame de Montespan, Gbammont, and Courtiers. 

Mme, de Mon. So she has fled from court — the saintlj 
duchess; 
A convent's grate must shield this timorous virtue. 
Methinks they're not so many to assail itl 
Well, trust me, one short moon of fast and penance 

Will bring us back the reereant novice 

Gram. • And 

End the eventful comedy by marriage. 
Lauzun against the world were even odds; 
But Lauzun wiik the world — what saint can stand it? 
Mme, de Mon. \a9ide\. LauzunI — the traitort WhatI to 
give my rival 
The triumph to reject the lawful love 
Of him whose lawless passion first betray'd me! 

Oram. Talk of the devil I Humph — ^you know the 
proverb. 

Enter Lauzun. 

Lau. Good day, my friends. Your pardon, madame; I 
Thought 'twas the sun that blinded me. — [Aaide.'\ Athen^l 
Pray you a word. 

Mme. de Mon. \aloud and turning away diadainfuUyl. We 

are not at leisure, Duke. 

♦E Bulwcr, Vol. XXIX 
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Lau. Hal \a8ide\. Nay, Athenfe, spare your friend these 
graces. 
Forget your state one moment; have you ask'd 
The king the office that you undertook 
To make my own ? My creditors are urgent. 

Mme. de Mon. [aloud]. No, my Lord Duke, I have not 
ask'd the king I 
I grieve to hear your fortunes are so broken, 
And that your honored and august device. 
To mend them by your marriage, failed. 

Oram. She hits him 

Hard on the hip. Ha, ha I — the poor De LauzunI 

Lau. Sir I — Nay, I'm calm! 

Mme. de Mon. ^^Ji niay we dare to ask 

How long you've loved the duchess? 

Lau. • Ever since 

Ton were her friend and confidante. 

Mme de Mon.. You're bitter. 

Perchance you deem your love a thing to boast of. 

Lau. To boast of I — Yes I 'Tis something ev'n to love 
The only woman Louis ever honored/ 

Mme. de Mon. [laying tier hand on Lauzun's arm]. Inso- 
lent I You shall rue this! If I speak 
Your name to Louis, coupled with a favor. 
The suit shall be your banishment I 

[Mcit Madame de Moktespan. 

First Courtier. Let's follow. 

Hal ha I — ^Dear Duke, your game, I fear, is lost I 
You've play'd the knave, and thrown away the king. 

Courtiers. Hal ha I — Adieu! [Mceunt. 

Lau. Hal ha I — The devil take you! 

So, she would ruin me! Forearm'd — forewam'd! 
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I have the king's ear yet, and know some secrets 

That could destroy her I Since La Yallidre's flight, 

Louis grows sad and thoughtful, and looks cold 

On her vain rival, who too coarsely shows 

The world the stuif court ladies' hearts are made oi 

She will undo herself — and I will help her. 

Weave on thy web, false Montespan, weave on; 

The bigger spider shall devour the smaller. 

The war's declared — His clear that one must fall: — 

I'll be polite— the lady to the wall I [Bxit Lauzun. 



SCENE IL 

Sunset — the old Ohdteau of La Valliire — t?ie Convent of the 

Carmelites at a distance — the same scene as that 

vnth which the play opens. 

Enter the DucHSSS db la Yalliebb and Bbagblonb 
Jrom the Chdteau. 

Duch. de la Vail. Once more, ere yet I take farewell of 
earth, 
I see mine old, familiar, maiden home I 
All how unchanged I — the same the hour, the scene, 
The very season of the year I — the stillness 
Of the smooth wave — the stillness of the trees. 
Where the winds sleep like dreams 1 — and, oh! the calm 
Of the blue heavens around yon holy spires, 
Pointing, like gospel truths, through calm and storm, 
To man's great home I 

Brage. [aside'\. Oh I how the years reoedel. 

Upon this spot I spoke to her of love. 
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And dreamt of bliss for earth I [The vesper-hell tolls. 

Duch. de la Vail. Hark I the deep sound, 

That seems a voice from some invisible spirit, 
Claiming the world for God. — When last I heard it 
Hallow this air, here stood my mother, living; 
And I — was then a mother's pride I — and yonder 
Came thy brave brother in his glittering mail; 
And— ah I these thoughts are bitter I — were he living, 
How would he scorn them I 

Brage. [who has been greatly agitated]. No! — ah, no! — thou 
wrongest him! 

Duch. de la Vail. Yet, were he living, could I but receive 
From his own lips my pardon, and his blessing, 
My soul would deem one dark memorial razed 
Out of the page most blister' d with its tears! 

Brage. Then have thy wish! and in these wrecks of man 
Worn ta decay, and rent by many a storm. 
Survey the worm the world call'd Bragelone. 

Duch de la Vail. A vaunt I — a vaunt! — 1 dream! — the dead 
returned 
To earth to mock me! — No! this hand is warm I 
I have one murther less upon my soul. 
I thank thee, Heaven! — [swoons']. 

Brage. [supporting her]. The blow strikes home; and yet 
What is my life to her? Louise! — She moves not; 
She does not breathe; how still she sleeps! 1 saw her 
Sleep in her mother's arms, and then, in sleep, 
She smiled. There's no smile now I — poor child! One kiss! 
It is a brother's kiss — it has no guilt; 
Kind Heaven, it has no guilt. — I have survived 
All earthlier thoughts: her crime, my vows, efiEaced them. 
A brother's kiss! — A way I I'm human still; 
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I thought I had been stronger; God forgive me I 
Awake, Louise I — a wake I She breathes once more. 
The spell is broke; the marble warms to life I 
And 1 — ^freeze back to stone! 

Duch. de la VaU. I heard a voice 

That cried *'LouiseI" — Speak, speak! — my sense is dim, 
And straggles darkly with a blessed ray 
That shot from heaven. — My shame hath not destroyed thee I 

Brage. No! — life might yet serve theel — and I lived on, 
Dead to all else. I took the vows, and then, 
Ere yet I laid me down, and bade the Past 
Fade like a ghost before the dawn of heaven. 
One sacred task was left. — ^If love was dust, 
Love, like ourselves, hath an immortal soul. 
That doth survive whatever it takes from clay; 
And that — the holier part of love— became 
A thing to watch thy steps — a guardian spirit 
To hover round, disguised, unknown, undream*d of, 
To soothe the sorrow, to redeem the sin. 
And lead thy soul to peace! 

Duck, de la Vail, O bright revenge! 

Love strong as death, and nobler far than woman's! 

Brage. To peace — ah, let me deem so! — the mute cloister. 
The spoken ritual, and the solemn veil, 
Are naught themselves; — the Huguenot abjures 
The monkish cell, but breathes, perchance, the prayer 
That speeds as quick to the Eternal Throne! * 
In our own souls must be the solitude; 
In our own thoughts the sanctity! — 'Tis Aen 
The feeling that our vows have built the wall 
Passion can storm not, nor temptation sap. 
Gives calm its charter, roots out wild regret, 
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And makes the heart the world-disdaining cloister. 
This — this is peace I but pause, if in thy breast 
Linger the wish of earth. Alas I all oaths 
Are vain if nature shudders to record them — 
The subtle spirit 'scapes the sealed vessel I 
The false devotion is the true despair! 

Duch. de la ValL Fear not I — ^I feel 'tis not the walls of 
stone, 
Told beads, nor murmur^ hymns, that bind the heart, 
Or exorcise the world; the spell's the thought 
That where most weak we've banish'd the temptation, 
And reconciled, what earth would still divide. 
The human memories and the immortal conscience. 

Brage. Doubt fades before thy accents. On the day 
That gives thee to the veil we'll meet once more. 
Let mine be man's last blessing in this world. 
Oh I tell me then, thou'rt happier than thou hast been; 
And when we part, I'll seek some hermit cell 
Beside the walls that compass thee, and prayer. 
Morning and night, shall join our souls in heaven. 

Dv>ch. de la Vail. Tes, generous spirit I think not that my 
future 
Shall be repining as the past. Thou livest. 
And conscience smiles again. The shatter'd bark 
Glides to its haven. Joy ! the land is near. 

[Exit DuOHBSS DE LA Yalliebb into the Chdteau. 

Brage. So, it is past I — the secret is disclosed! 
The hand she did reject on earth has led her 
To holier ties. I have not lived in vain! 
Yet who had dream'd, when through the ranks of war 
Went the loud shout of ^'France and Bragelonel" 
That the monk's cowl would close on all my laurels? 
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A never- heard philosopher is life! — 

Our happiest hours are sleep's; — and sleep proclaims, 

Did we but listen to its warning voice, 

That REST is earth's elixir. Why, then, pine 

That, ere our years grow feverish with their toil, 

Too weary-worn to find the rest they sigh for. 

We learn betimes the moral of repose ? 

I will lie down, and sleep away this world. 

The pause of care, the slumber of tired passion, 

Why, why defer till night is well-nigh spent? 

When the brief sun that gilt the landscape sets, 

When o'er the music on the leaves of life 

Chill silence falls, and every flattering hope 

That voiced the world with song has gone to rest, 

Then let thy soul, from the poor laborer, learn 

•^Sleep's sweetest taken soonest!" 

\As he moves away^ his eye falls upon a ghve dropped 
by the DucHESS de la Valliere — he takes it up. 
And this hath touch'd her hand! — it were a comfort 
To hoard a single relic! 

[Kisses the ghve and then suddenly dropping it. 
Nol—'Tis sinful! 

IMcit BragSLOKE. 
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SCENE ni. 

The exterior of the Ooihic Convent of the Carmelites — Thi 
windows illumined — Mtisic heard from within — A crowd with- 
out — Enter Courtiers, Ladies, Priests, etc., and pass through 
the door of the chapel, in the centre of the building. 

Enter Lauzun from a door in the side wing of the Convent 
— to him, Grammont. 

Lau. Where bast thou left the kiog? 

Oram. Not one league hence. 

Lau. Ere the clock strikes, La Yalli^re takes the veil. 

Qram. Great Heaven! so soon I — and Louis sent me on, 
To learn how thou hadst prosper'd with the duchess. 
He is so sanguine — this imperious king, 
Who never heard a **No'' from living lips I 
How did she take his letter ? 

Lau. In sad silence; 

Then mused a little while, and some few tears 
Stole down her cheeks, as, with a trembling hand, 
She gave me back the scroll. 

Oram. You mean her answer. 

Lau. Kg; the king's letter. ''Tell him that I thank 
him"; 
(Such were her words;) **but that my choice is made; 
And ey*n this last assurance of his love 
I dare not keep, 'tis only when I pray, 
That I may think of him. This is my answer.** 
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Oram. No more? — no written word? 

Lau, None, Grammont. Then 

She rose and left me; and I heard the bell 
Calling the world to see a woman scorn it. 

Oram. The king will never brook it. He will grasp 
her 
Back from this yawning tomb of living soals. 
The news came on him with such sadden shock; 
The long novitiate thus abridged I and she— 
Ever so waxen to his wayward will ! — 
She cannot yet be marble. 

Lau. Wrong' d affection 

Makes many a Niobe from tears. Haste, G-rammont| 
Back to the king, and bid him fly to save, 
Or nerve his heart to lose, her. I will follow, — 
My second charge f ulfill'd. 

Gram. And what is that? 

Lau. Revenge and justice! — Go! [^rri^ Grammont. 

Lau. [looking down the 8tage\. I hear her laugh — 

I catch the glitter of her festive robe! 
Athenfe comes to triumph — and to tremble I 



SCENE IV. 

Madame de Montespan, Courtiers, and Lauzun. 

Mme. de Mon. [aside']. Now for the crowning cup of spark- 
ling fortune! 
A rarer pearl than Egypt's queen dissolved 
I have immersed in that delicious draught, 
A woman's triumph o'er a fairer rival I 
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(As she turns to etUer Ae convent, she perceives Lauzun. 
What! you here, Duke I 

Lau. Ay, madame; Vre not yet 

To thank yon for-^ny banishment 1 

Mine, de Mon. The Idea 

Of March are come— not over I 

Lau. Are they not ? 

For some they may be! Ton are here to witnesa— 

Mme. de Mon. My triumph! 

Lau. And to take a /riend^s condolence. 

I bear this letter from the king! 

Mme. de Mon. The king ? 

[Reads the letter. 
'*We do not blame you; blame belongs to love, 
And love had naught with you." What! what! I tremble! 
**The Duke de Lauzun, of these lines the bearer, 
Confirms their purport: from our royal court 
We do excuse your presence." Banish'd, Duke? 
Is that the word?— What, banish'd! 

Lau. Hush! — ^you nuur 

The holy silence of the place. ^Tis true; 
You read aright. Our gracious king permits you 
To quit Versailles. Versailles is not the world. 

Mme. de Mon. Perdition! — banish'dl 

Lau. You can take the veil. 

Meanwhile, enjoy your triumph/ 

Mme. de Mon. Triumph! — Ah! 

She triumphs o'er me to the last. My soul 
Finds hell on earth — and hers makes earth a heaven I 

Lau. Hist! — will you walk within? 

Mm£. de Mon. O, hateful world I 

What?— hath it come to this? 
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Lau. Yoa spoil your triumph! 

Mme. de Mon, Lauzuu, I thank thee— thank thee — ^thank 
— and curse thee. \Exit Madame de Montespan, 

Lau, [looking after her with a subdued laugh^. Ha, ha I — 
the broken heart can, know no pang 
Like that which racks the bad heart when its sting 
Poisons itself. Now, then, away to Louis. 
The bell still tolls: there's time. This soft La Yallidrel 
The only thing that ever baffled Lauzun, 
And felt not his revenge! — revenge, poor soul! 
Revenge upon a dove! — she shall be saved 
From the pale mummies of yon Memphian vault, 
Or the great Louis will be less than man, — 
Or that fond sinner will be more than woman. 

[Exit Lauzun. 

SCENE V. 

The interior of the Chapel of the Carmelite Convent — On 
the foreground^ Courtiers, Ladies, etc. — At the back of the 
stage, the altar, only partially seen through the surrounding 
throng — The officials pass to and fro ^ swinging the censers — 
Tlie stage darkened — Lights suspended along the aisle, and 
tapers by the altar. 

As the scene opens, solemn music, to which is chanted the 
following 

HYMN 

Come from the world, O weary soul, 
For run the race and near the goall 
Flee from the net, O lonely dove. 
Thy nest is built the clouds above I 
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Tarn, wild and warm with panting fear, 
And slake ihy thirst, thou wounded deer. 
In Jordan's holy springs I 

Arise I O fearful soul, arise I 
For broke the chain and calm the skies I 
As moths flj upward to the star, 
The light allures thee from afar. 
Though earth is lost, and space is wide, 
The smile of God shall be thy guide. 
And Faith and Hope thy wings I 

, [A9 the Hymn ends, BRAaBLONE enters, and stands apart 
in &ie background. 

First Gour. Three minutes more, and earth has lost La 
Yallidrel 

Second Gour. So young I— so fair! 

Third Gour. 'Twas whisper'd, that the king 

Would save her yet! 

First Gour. What! snatch her from the altar? 

He durst not, man I 

Enter Louis, Grammont, and Lauzun. 

Louis. Hold! we forbid the rites! 

[^As the King advances hastily up the aisle, Bragelone 
places himself brfore him. 
Back, monk! revere the presence of the king! 
Brage. And thou the palace of the King of the kings! 
Louis. Dotard! we claim our subject. 
Brage. She hath past 

The limit of your realm. Ye priests of Heaven, 
Complete your solemn task! — The Church's curse 
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Hangs on the air. Desceadant of Saint Louis, 
Move — and the avalanche falls I 

[The Duchess de la Yalliebe, still dressed in the bridal 
and gorgeous attire assumed before the taking of the 
veil, descends from the altar. 
Duch. de la Vail. No, holy friend! 

I need it not; my soul is my protector. 
Nay, thou mayst trust me. 

Bra^e. [after a pause}. Thou art right — I trust thee. 

Louis [leading the Duch. de la Valliere to the front of the stage]. 
Thou hast not ta'en the veil? — Ev'n Time had mercy. 
Thou art saved! — thou art saved! — to love — ^to life! 

Duch. de la Vail. Ah^ Sire I 

Louis, Call me not Sire! — forget that dreary time 
When thou wert duchess, and myself the king. 
Fly back, fly back, to those delicious hours 
When / was but thy lover and thy Louis! 
And thou my dream — my bird — my fairy flower — 
My violet, shrinking in the modest shade 
Until transplanted to this breast — to haunt 
The common air with odors! Oh, Louise! 
Hear me! — the fickle lust of change allured me. 
The pride thy virtues wounded arm'd against thee, 
Until I dream'd I loved thyself no longer; 
But now this dread resolve, this awe of parting, 
Re-binds me to thee — bares my soul before me — 
Dispels the lying mists that veiFd thine image, 
And tells me that I never loved but thee! 

Duch. de la Vail. I am not then despised ! — ^thou lov'st me 
still? 
And when I pray for thee, my heart may fed 
That it hath nothing to forgive! 
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Louis, Louise I 

Thou dost renounce this gloomy purpose ? 

Duch. de la ValL Never I 

It is not gloomy! — think'st thou it is gloom 
To feel that, as my soul becomes more pure, 
Heaven will more kindly listen to the prayers 
That rise for theef — is that thought gloom^ my Louis? 

Louis. Oh! slay me not with tenderness! Return I 
And if thy conscience startle at my love. 
Be still my friend — my angel! 

Dvich. de la Vail. I am weak. 

But, in the knowledge pf my weakness, strong ! 
I could not breathe the air that's sweet^with thee, 
Nor cease to love! — in flight my only safety; 
And were that flight not made by solemn vows 
Eternal, it were bootless ; for the wings 
Of my wild soul know but two bournes to speed to— 
Louis and Heaven! And, oh, in Heaven at last 
My soul, unsinning, may unite with Louis! 

Louis. 1 do implore thee ! — 

Duch. de la Vail. No! thou canst not tempt me I 

My heart already is the nun, 

Louis. Thou know'st not 

1 have dismissed thy rival from the Court. 
Beturn! — though mine no more, at least thy Louis 
Shall know no second love. 

Duch. de la Vail. What! wilt thou, Louis, 

Renounce for me eternally my rival, 
And live alone for 

Louis. Thee! Louise, I swear it! 

Duch. de la Vail, [raising her arms to Heaven], Father, at 
length, I dare to hope for pardon. 
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For now remorse may prove itself sincere I 

Bear witness, Heaven I I never loved this man 

So well as now! and never seem'd his love 

Built on so sure a rock! Upon thine altar 

I lay the offering. I revoke the past; 

For Louis, Heaven was left — and now T leave *" 

Louis, when tenfold more beloved, for Heaven I 

Ah! pray with me! Be this our latest token — 

This memory of sweet moments — sweet, though sinless! 

Ah! pray with me! that I may hive till death 

The thought — ''we pray'd together for forgiveness!" 

Louis. Oh! wherefore never knew I till this hour 
The treasure I shall lose! I dare not call thee 
Back fr6m the Heaven where thou art half already I 
Thy soul demands celestial destinies, 
And stoops no more to earth. Be thine the peace, 
And mine the penance! Yet these awful walls, 
The rigid laws of this severest order, 
Yon spectral shapes, this human sepulchre, — 
And thou, the soft, the delicate, the high-bom. 
The adored delight of Europe's mightiest king, — 
Thou canst not bear it! 

Duch. de la Vail. I have borne much worse— 

Thy change and thy desertion J — ^Let it pass! 
.There is no terror in the things without; 
Our souls alone the palace or the prison ; 
And the one thought that I have fled from sin 
Will fill the cell with images more glorious. 
And haunt its silence with a mightier music, 
Than ever throng'd illumined halls, or broke 
From harps by mortal strung! 

Louis. I will not hear thee I 
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I cannot brave these thoughts. Thy angel voice 

But tells me what a sun of heavenly beauty 

G-lides from the earth, and leaves my soul to darkness. 

This is my work I — 'twas I for whom that soul 

Forsook its native element; for me, 

Sorrow consumed thy youth, and conscience gnaw'd 

That patient, tender, unreproachf ul heart. 

And now this crowns the whole 1 the priest — the altar — 

The sacrifice — the victim! Touch me not! 

Speak not! I am unmanned enough already. 

I — I — I choke ! These tears — let them speak for me. 

Now I now thy hand — farewell! farewell, for ever! 

[Exit Louis. 
Duch. de la Vail. Be firm, my heart, be firm! 
[After a pause^ turning to Bragelonb, with a slight smile. 

'Tispast! we've conquered! 

[The Duchess de la Valliere re-ascends to the altar — 

the crowd close around, [Music. 

OHORUS. 

Hark! to the nuptial train are open'd wide 
The Eternal G-ates. Hosanna to the bride! 

Oram. She has ta'en the veil — the last dread rite is 

done. 
Abbess [from the altar']. Sister Louise! before the eternal 
grate 
Becomes thy barrier from the living world, 
It is allow'd thee once more to behold 
The face of men, and bid farewell to friendship. 
Brage. [aside]. Why do I shudder? why shrinks back my 
being 
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From oar last gaze, like It at are from the Grave? 
One moment, and one look, and o'er her image 
Thick darkness falls, till Death, that morning star^ 
Heralds immortal day. I hear her steps 
Treading the moarnfal silence; o'er my soul 
Paases the freezing time. Lord, sapport me! 
One effort more — one effort 1 — Wake, my soall 
'Tis thy last trial; wilt thoa play the craven ? 

[JTie crowd gives way^ the Duchess db la Vallibbb, 
in the habit of the Carmelite nuns, passes down the 
steps of the altar, led by the Abbess — As she pauses 
to address those whom she recognizes in the crowds 
the chorus chants: 

Sister, look and speak thy last. 
From the world thou'rt dying fast; 
While farewell to life thoa'rt giving, 
Dead already to the living. 

Duch. de la Vail, {coming to the front of the stage, sees 
Lauzun]. Lauzan: thoa serv'st a king, whatever his 
faults, 
Who merits all thy homage: honor — love him. 
His glory needs no friendship; but in sickness 
Or sorrow, kings need love. Be faithfal, Laozanl 
And, far from thy load world, one lowly voice 
Shall not forget thee. 

Brage. \€Lside\. All the strife is hosh'dl 

My heart's wild sea lies mate I 
Duch. de la Vail, [approaching Bbagblonb, and kneeling 
tohim"]. Now! friend and father, 
Bless the poor Nanl 
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Brage. As Duchess of La Valli^re 

Thou wert Dot happy; as the Carmelite Sister, 
Say — art thou happy ? 

Duch, de la Vail. ' Yes! 

Brage. [laying his hand on her head]. O Father, bless herl 

CHORUS. 

Hark! in Heaven is mirth! 

Jubilate 1 
Grief leaves guilt on earth I 

Jubilate! 
Joy for sin forgiven I 

Jubilate! 
Come, O Bride of Heaven! 

Jubilate! 

[Curtain falls slowly. 
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PREFACE 

An indistinct recollection of the very pretty little tale, 
called "The Bellows-Mender/' suggested the plot of this 
Drama. The incidents are, however, greatly altered from 
those in the tale, and the characters entirely re-cast. 

Having long had a wish to illustrate certain periods of 
the French history, so, in the selection of the date in which 
the scenes of this play are laid, I saw that the era of the 
Eepublic was that in which the incidents were rendered 
most probable, in which the probationary career of the 
hero could well be made sufficiently rapid for dramatic 
effect, and in which the character of the time itself was 
depicted by the agencies necessary to the conduct of the 
narrative. For during the early years of the first and most 
brilliant successes of the French Eepublic, in the general 
ferment of society, and the brief equalization of ranks, 
Claude's high-placed love, his ardent feelings, his unset- 
tled principles (the struggle between which makes the 
passion of this drama), his ambition, and his career, were 
phenomena that characterized the age, and in which the 
spirit of the nation went along with the extravagance of 
the individual. 

The play itself was composed with a twofold object. In 
the first place, sympathizing with the enterprise of Mr. 
Macready, as Manager of Covent Garden, and believing 
that many of the higher interests of the Drama were in- 
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volved in the success or failure of an enterprise equally 
hazardous and disinterested, 1 felt, if I may so presume to 
express myself, something of the Brotherhood of Art; and 
it was only for Mr. Macready to think it possible that I 
might serve him in order to induce me to make the 
attempt. 

Secondly, in that attempt I was mainly anxious to see 
whether or not, after the comparative failure on the stage 
of **The Duchess de la Vallidre," certain critics had truly 
declared that it was not in my power to attain the art of 
dramatic construction and theatrical effect. I felt^ in- 
deed, that it was in this that a writer, accustomed to the 
narrative class of composition, would have the most both 
to learn and t^nlearn. Accordingly, it was to the de- 
velopment of the plot and the arrangement of the inci- 
dents that I directed my chief attention; — and I sought 
to throw whatever belongs to poetry less into the diction 
and the •* felicity of words'* than into the construction of 
the story, the creation of the characters, and the spirit of 
the pervading sentiment. 

The authorship of the play was neither avowed nor sus- 
pected until the play had established itself in public favor. 
The announcement of my name was the signal for attacks, 
chiefly political, to wiiich it is now needless to refer. When 
a work has outlived for some time the earlier hostilities ot 
criticism, there comes a new race of critics to which a writw 
may, for the most part, calmly trust for a fair consideration, 
whether of the faults or the merits of his performance. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



DRAMATIS PERSON>E 



Bbausbant, a rich gentleman of 
Lyons^ in love with, and refused 
by, Pauline Deschappelles 

Glavis, his friend, also a rejected 
suitor to Pauline .... 

Colonel (afterward General) D amas, 
cousin to Mme, Deschappelles, and 
an officer in the French army . 

Monsieur Deschappelles, a Lyon- 
nese merchant, father to Pauline . 

Gaspar . 

Claude Melnotte 
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Madame Deschappelles 
Pauline, her daughter 
The Widow Melnotte, if^other to)^ ^ 
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Janet, the innkeeper'' s daughter . Mrs. East. 
Marian, maid to Pauline . . Miss Garriok. 

Scene — Lyons and the neighborhood. 
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THE LADY OF LYONS 

Or love and PRIDE 



ACT I.— SCENE I. 

A room in the house of M. Dsschappellxs, at Lyons. 
Pauline reclining on a sofa; Marian, her maid, fanning 
her — Fhwers and notes on a table beside the sofa — Madamb 
Deschappellbs seated — The gardens are seen from the open 
vnndow. 

Mme, Deschap. Marian, put that rose a little more to the 
left — [Marian alters the position of a rose in Pauline's 
hodr,'\ — Ak, so! — that improves the hair, — the tournure^ 
the Je Tie sais quoil — You are certainly very hancUome, 
child 1 — quite my style; — I don't wonder that you make 
such a sensation! — Old, young, rich, and poor, do homage 
to the Beauty of Lyons ! — Ah, we live again in our children, 
— especially when they have our eyes and complexion I 

Paidine [languidly]. Dear mother, you spoil you^ Paulinel 
— [Aside.] I wish I knew who sent me these flowers! 

Mme, Deschap. No, child ! — If I praise you, it is only to 
inspire you with a proper ambition.— You are born to make 
a great xaarnage.— Beauty is valuable or worthless accord- 
ing as you invest the property to the best advantage. — 
Marian, go and order the carriage. [Eacit Marian« 
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Pauline, Who can it be that sends me, every day, these 
beautiful flowers? — how sweet they are! 

Enter Servant. 

Servant, Monsieur Beauseant, madame. 

Mme, Deschap, Let him enter. Pauline, this is another 
offer! — I know it is! — Your father should engage an addi- 
tional clerk to keep the account- book of your conquests. 

Enter Beausbant. 

Beau, Ah, ladies, how fortunate I am to find you at 
home! — [Aside.'] How lovely she looks! — It is a great 
sacrifice I make in marrying into a family in trade! — they 
will be eternally grateful ! — [Aloud,'\ Madame, you will per- 
mit me a word with your charming daughter. — [Approaches 
Pauline, who rises disdainfully, "] — Mademoiselle, I have 
ventured to wait upon you, in a hope that you must long 
since have divined. Last night, when you outshone all the 
beauty of Lyons, you completed your conquest over me! 
You know that my fortune is not exceeded by any estate 
in the province, — you know that, but for the Revolution, 
which has defrauded me of my titles, I should be noble. 
May I, then, trust that you will not reject my alliance ? I 
offer you my hand and heart. 

Pauline [aside]. He has the air of a man who confers a 
favor! — [Aloud,'] Sir, you are very condescending — I thank 
you humbly; but, being duly sensible of my own demerits, 
you must allow me to decline the honor you propose. 

[Curtsies^ and turns away. 

Beau, Decline! impossible! you are not serious! — Madame, 
suffer me to appeal to you. I am a suitor for your daughter's 
hand — the settlements shall be worthy her beauty and my 
station. May I wait on M. Deschappelles ? 
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. Mme. Deschap. M. Deschappelles never interferes in the 
domestic arrangements, — you are very obliging. If you 
were still a marquis, or if my daughter were intended to 
marry a commoner, — ^why, perhaps, we might give you 
the preference. 

Beau. A commoner I — we are all commoners in France 
now. 

Mme. Deschap. In France, yes; but there is a .nobility 
still left in the other countries in Europe. We are quite 
aware of your good qualities, and don't doubt that you will 
find some lady more suitable to your pretensions. We 
shall be always happy to see you as an acquaintance, M. 
Beauseant! — My dear child, the carriage will be here 
presently. 

Beau. Say no more, madame! — say no more! — [Aside.} 
Befused! and by a merchant's daughter! — refused! It will 
be all over Lyons before sunset! — I will go and bury myself 
in my chSteau, study philosophy, and turn woman-hater. 
Befused! they ought to be sent to a madhouse I — Ladies, 
I have the honor to wish you a very good-morning. [Exit. 

Mme. Deschap. How forward these men arel — I think, 
child, we kept our dignity. Any girl, however inexperi- 
enced, knows how to accept an offer, but it requires a vast 
deal of address to refuse one with proper condescension and 
disdain. I used to practice it at school with the dancing- 
master. 

EfUer Damas. 

Damas. Good-morning, Cousin Deschappelles. — Well, 
Pauline, are you recovered from last night's ball? — So 
many triumphs must be very fatiguing. Even M. Glavis 
sighed most piteously when you departed; but that might 
be the effect of the supper. 
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Pauline, M. Glavis, indeed! 

Mrne. Deschap, M. Glavis? — as if my daughter would 
think of M. Glavis! 

Damas. Hey-day! — why not? — His father left him a very 
pretty fortune, and his birth is higher than yours, Cousin 
Deschappelles. But perhaps you are looking to M. Beau* 
seant, — bis fatifer was a marquis before the Bevolution. 

Pauline. M. Beauseant!— Cousin, you delight in torment- 
ing me! . 

Mme, Deschap. Don't mind him, Pauline! — Cousin Damas, 
you have no susceptibility of feeling, — there is a certain in- 
delicacy in all your ideas. — M. Beauseant knows already 
that he is no match for my daughter! 

Damas. Pooh! pooh! one would think you intended your 
daughter to marry a prince! 

Mme. Deschap. Well, and if I did? — what then? — Many 
a foreign prince — 

Dama^ [interrupting her]. Foreign prince! — foreign fiddle- 
stick! — you ought to be ashamed of such nonsense at your 
time of life. 

Mme. Deschap. My time of life! — That is an expression 
nevet applied to any lady till she is sixty-nine and three- 
qliarters;— and only then by the clergyman of the parish. * 

Enter Servant. 

Servant. Madame, the carriage is at the door. [Exit. 

Mme. Deschap. Come, child, put on your bonnet — you 
really have a very thoroughbred air — not at all like your 
poor father. — [Fondly.] Ah, you little coquette! when a 
young lady is always making mischief, it is a sure sign 
that she takes after her mother! 

Pauline. Good-day, Cousin Damas — and a better humor to 
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you. — [Going back to the table and taking the flowers.'] Who 
could have sent me these flowers? 

[Bxeunt Pauline and Madame Deschappellbs. 
Damas. That would be an excellent girl if her head had 
not been turned. I fear she is now become incorrigible! 
Zounds, what a lucky fellow I am to be still a bachelor! 
They may talk of the devotion of the sex-^but the most 
faithful attachment in life is that of a woman in love — 
with herself. [Exit. 

SCENE n. 

The exterior of a small village Inn — sign^ the Oolden Lion 

— A few leagues from Lyons^ which is seen at a 

distance. 

Beau, [behind the scenes']. Yes, you may bait the horses; 
we shall rest here an hour. 

Enter Beauseant and GrLAVis, 

Gla, Eeally, my dear Beauseant, consider that I have 
promised to spend a day or two with you at your chfiteau, 
— that 1 am quite at your mercy for my entertainment, — and 
yet you are as silent and as gloomy as a mute at a funeral, 
or an Englishman at a party of pleasure. 

Beau. Bear with me!— the fact is that 1 am miserable. 
' Qla. You — the richest and gayest bachelor in Lyons ? 

Beau. It is because I am a bachelor that I am miserable. 
— Thou knowest Pauline — the only daughter of the rich 
merchant, Mons. Deschappelles? 

Ola. Know her? — who does not? — as pretty as Venus, 
and as proud as Juno. 
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Beau. Her taste is worse than her pride. — {Drawing 
himself up.] Know, Glavis, she has actuallj refused 
me/ 

Gla. [aside]. So she has me! — very consoling I In all 
eases of heart-ache, the application of another man's disap- 
pointment draws out the pain and allays the irritation. — 
lAloud.] Eefused you I and wherefore? 

Beau. 1 know not, unless it be because the Eeyolution 
swept away my father's title of Marquis, — and she will not 
marry a commoner. Now, as we have no noblemen left in 
France — as we are all citizens and equals — she can only 
hope that, in spite of the war, some English Milord or Ger- 
man Count will risk his life, by coming to Lyons, that this 
fille du Roturier may condescend to accept him. Eefused 
me, and with scorn! — By Heaven, I'll not submit to it 
tamely: — I'm in. a perfect f fever of mortification and rage. 
— Eefttse me, indeed I 

Ola. Be comforted, my dear fellow, — I will tell you a 
secret. For the same reason she refused me! 

Beau. You! — that's a very different matter! But give 
me your hand, Glavis, — we'll think of some plan to hum- 
ble her. MUle diahksl I should like to see her married 
to a strolliE^ player! 

Enter Landlord and his Daughter from the Inn. 

Land. Your servant, Citizen Beauseant, — servant, sir. 
Perhaps you will take dinner before you proceed to your 
cfa&teau; our larder is most plentifully supplied. 

BeoM. I have no appetite. 

Ola. Nor I. Still it is bad travelling on an empty stom- 
ach. What have you got? [Takes and looks over the bill 
of fare,] 
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[Shout without'] *'Long live the Priace! — Long live the 
Prince!'' 

Beau. The Prince! — what Prince is that? 1 thought we 
had no princes left in Prance. 

Land, Ha, ha! the lads always call him Prince. He 
has just won the prize in the shooting-match, and they are 
taking him home in triumph. 

Beau. Him! and who's Mr. Him? 

Land. Who should he be but the pride of the village, 
Claude Melnotte? — Of course you have heard of Claude 
Melnotte ? 

Gla. {giving back the bill of fare]. Never had that honor. 
Soup— ragout of hare — roast chicken, and, in short, all you 
have! 
,,Beau. The son of old Melnotte, the gardener ? 

Land. Exactly so — ^a wonderful young man. 

Beau. How, wonderful? — Are his cabbages better than 
other people's? 

Land. Nay, he don't garden any more; his father left 
him well off. He's only a genus. 

Gla. A what? 

Land. A genus! — a man who can do everything in life 
except anything that's useful; — that's a genus. 

Beau. You raise my curiosity, — proceed. 

Land. Well, then, about four years ago, old Melnotte 
died, and left his son well-to-do in the world. We then 
all observed that a great change came over young Claude: 
he took to reading and Latin, and hired a professor from 
Lyons, who had so much in his head that he was forced to 
wear a great full-bottom wig to cover it. Then he took a 
fencing-master, and a dancing-master, and a music-master; 
and then he learned to paint; and at last it was said that 
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yoang Claude was to go to Paris, and set up for a painter. 
The lads laughed at him at first; but he is a stout fellow, 
is Claude, and as brave as a lion, and soon taught them to 
laugh the wrong side of their mouths; and now all the bojs 
swear by him, and all the girls pray for him. 

Beau. A promising youth, certainly I And wliy do they 
call him Prince? 

Land, Partly because he is at the head of them, all, and 
partly because he has such a prpud way with him, and 
wears such fine clothes — and, in short, looks like a prince. 

Beau. And what could have turned the foolish fellow^s 
brain? The Bevolution, I suppose? 

Land. Yes — the revolution that turns us all topsy-turvy 
— the revolution of Love. 

Beau. Bomantic young Corydonl And with whom is he 
in love? 

Land. Why — but it is a secret, gentlemen. 

Beau. Oh! certainly. 

Land. Why, then, I hear from his mother, good soul! 
that it is no less a person than the Beauty of Lyons, 
Pauline Deschappelles. 

Beq,u. and Glavis. Ha, ha! — Capital! 

Land. You may laugh, but it is as true as I stand here. 

Beau. And what does the Beauty of Lyons say to his 
suit? 

, Land. Lord, air, she never even condescended to look at 
him, though when he was a boy he worked in her father's 
garden. 

Beau. Are you sure of that ? 

Land. His mother says that Mademoiselle does not know 
him by sight. 

Beau, [taking Glavis aside']. 1 have hit it, — ^I have it; — 
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here is our revenge! Here is a prince for our haughty 
damsel. Do you take me? 

Gla. Deuce take me if I do! 

Beau. Blockhead! — it*s as clear as a map. What if we 
could make this elegant clown pass himself off as a foreign 
prince? — lend him money, clothes, equipage for the pur- 
pose? — make him propose to Pauline? — marry Pauline? 
Would it not be delicious? 

Gla. Ha, ha I— Excellent! But how shall we support the 
necessary expenses of his highness? 

Beau. Pshaw! Revenge is worth a much larger sacrifice 
than a few hundred louis; — as for details, my valet is the 
trustiest fellow in the world, and shall have the appoint- 
ment of his highness's establishment. Let's go to him at 
once, and see if he be really this Admirable Orichton. 

Gla. With all my heart; — but the dinner? 

Beau. Always thinking of dinner! Hark ye, landlord; 
how far is it to young Melnotte's cottage? I should like 
to see such a prodigy. 

Land. Turn down the lane — then strike across the com- 
mon, — and you will see his mother's cottage. 

Beau. True, he lives with his mother. — [Aside.] We will 
not trust to an old woman's discretion; better send for him 
hither. I'll just step in and write a note. Come, Glavis. 

Gla. Yes, — Beauseant, Glavis, and Co., manufacturers of 
princes, wholesale and retail, — an uncommonly genteel line 
of business. But why so grave? 

Beau. You think only of the sport, — ^I of the revenge. 

[Exeunt within the Inn. 
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SCENE III. 

jTAe interior of Mblnottb's cottage; flowers placed here^ 
and there ; a guitar on an oaken table, with a portfolio^ etc.; 
a picture on an easel^ covered by a curtain ; fencing-foils crossed 
over the mantel-piece ; an attempt at refinement in spite of the 
homeliness of the furniturCy etc.; a staircase to the right con* 
duets to the upper story. 

[Shout without.] '*Long live Claude Melnottel" '*Long 
live the Prince!** 

The Widow JdeL Hark! — there's my dear son ;— carried ofi 
the prize, I'm sure; and now he'll want to treat them all* 

Claude Mel, [opening the door]. What! you will not come 
in, my friends! Well, well, — there's a trifle to make merry 
elsewhere. Good-day to you all, — good-day ! 

[ShovA.] * 'Hurrah I Long live Prince Claude I' ' 

Enter Claude Melnottb, with a rifle in his hand. 

Mel. Give me joy, dear mother! — I've won the prize I — 
never missed one shot! Is it not handsome, this gun? 

Widow. Humph! — Well, what is it worth, Claude? 

MeL Worth I What is a ribbon worth to a soldier? 
Worth? Everything! Glory is priceless! 

Widow. Leave glory to great folks. Ah! Claude, Claude, 
castles in the air cost a vast deal to keep up! How is all this 
to end? What good does it do thee to learn Latin, and sing 
songs, and play on the guitar, and fence, and dance, and 
paint pictures? All very fine; but what does it bring in? 
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Mel. Wealth! wealth, my mother! Wealth to the mind — 
wealth to the heart — high thoughts — bright dreams — the 
hope of fame — the ambition to be worthier to love Pauline. 

Widow. My poor son!— The young lady will never think 
of thee. 

Md. Do the stars think of us? Yet if the prisoner see 
them shine into his dungeon, wouldst thou bid him turn 
away from their lustre? Even so from this low cell, pov- 
erty, I lift my eyes to Pauline and forget my chains, — [Goes- 
to the picture and draws aside the curtain.'] See, this is her 
image — ^painted from memory. Oh, how the canvas wrongs 
her! — [Takes up the brush and throws it aside.] I shall never 
be a painter! I can paint no likeness but one, and that is 
above all art. I would turn soldier — France needs soldiers! 
Bat to leave the air that Pauline breathes! What is the 
hour?— so late? I will tell thee a secret, mother. Thou 
knowest that for the last six weeks I have sent every day 
the rarest flowers to Pauline? — she wears them. I have 
seen them on her breast. Ah, and then the whole uni- 
verse seemed filled with odors! I have now grown more 
bold — I have poured my worship into poetry — I have sent 
the verses to Pauline — 1 have signed them with my own 
name. My messenger ought to be back by this time. I 
bade him wait for the answer. 

Widow. And what answer do you expect, Claude? 

Mel. That which the Queen of Navarre sent to the poor 
troubadour: — '*Let me see the Oracle that can tell nations 
1 am beautiful!" She will admit me. I shall hear her 
speak — I shall meet her eyes — I shall read upon her cheek 
the sweet thoughts that translate themselves into blushes. 
Then — then, oh, then — she may forget that I am the peas- 
ant's son! 
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Widow. Nay, if she will but hear thee talk, Claude? 

Mel. I foresee it all. She will tell me that desert is the 
true rank. She will give me a badge — a flower — a glove I 
Oh rapture!. I shall join the armies of the Eepublic — I shall 
rise — I shall win a name that beauty will not blush to hear. 
I shall return with the right to say to her — '*See, how love 
does not level the proud, but raises the humble!" Oh, how 
my heart swells within me ! — Oh, what glorious prophets of 
the future are youth and hope! [Knock at the door. 

Widow. Come in. 

Enter Gaspar. 

Mel, Welcome, Gaspar, welcome. Were is the letter? 
Why do you turn away, man? where is the letter? 
[Gaspar gives Mm one.] This! This is mine, the one 
I intrusted to thee. Didst thou not leave it? 

Gaspar. Yes, I left it. 

Mel. My own verses returned to me. Nothing else! 

Oaspar. Thou wilt be proud to hear how thy messenger 
was honored. For thy sake, Melnotte, I have borne that 
which no Frenchman can bear without disgrace. 

Mel. Disgrace, Gaspar! Disgrace? 

Gaspar. I gave thy letter to the porter, who passed it 
from lackey to lackey till it reached the lady it was meant 
for. 

Mel. It reached her, then; — ^you are sure of that! It 
reached her, — well, well! 

Gaspar. It reached her, and was returned to me with 
blows. Dost hear, Melnotte? with blows! Death! are we 
slaves still, that we are to be thus dealt with, we peasants? 

Mel. With blows? No, Gaspar, no; not blows! 

Gaspar. I could show thee the marks if it were not so 
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deep a shame to bear them. The lackey who tossed thy 
letter into the mire swore that his lady and her mother 
never were so insulted. What could thy letter contain, 
Claude? 

Mel. [looking over the letter]. Not a line that a serf might 
not hav« written to an empress. No, not one. 

Oaspar. They promise thee the same greeting they gave 
me, if thou wilt pass that way. Shall we endure this, 
Claude? 

Mel, [wringing Gaspar's hand]. Forgive me, the fault 
was mine, I have brought this on ihee; I will not forget 
it; thou shall be avenged! The heartless insoiencel 

Gaspar. Thou art moved, Melnotte; think not of me; I 
would go through fire and water to serve thee; but, — a 
blow! It is not the bruise that galls, — it is the blit^ 
Melnotte. 

Mel, Say, what message? — How insulted? — Wherefope? 
— What the offence? 

Oatjpar. Did you not write to Pauline Deschappelles, the 
daughter of the rich merchant? 

Md. Well?— 

Oasjpar. And are you not a peasant — a gardener's son? — 
that was the offence. Sleep on it, Melnotte. Blows to a 
French citizen, blows! [Exit. 

Widow. Now you are cured, Claude! 

MJd. [tearing the letter]. So do I scatter her image to the 
winds — I will stop her in the open streets — I will insult 

h^ — I will beat her menial ruffians— I will [Turns 

suddenly to Widow.] Mother, am I humpbacked— deformed 
— hideous ? 

Widow. You! 

Mel, A coward — a thief — a liar? 
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Widow. You! 

Mel. Or a dull fool— a vain, drivelling, brainless idiot? 

Widow. No, no. 

Mel What am I tben— worse than all these? Why, I 
am a peasant! What has a peasant to do with love? Vain 
revolutions, why lavish your cruelty on the great? Oh 
that we — ^we, the hewers of wood and drawers of water — 
had been swept away, so that the proud might learn what 
the world would be without us ! [Knock at the door. 

Enter Servant yrom the Inn. 

Servant. A letter for Citizen Melnotte. 

Mel. A letter! from her perhaps — who sent thee? 

Servant. Why, Monsieur — ^I mean Citizen — Beauseant, 
who stops to dine at the Golden Lion, on his way to his 
chfiteau. 

Mel. Beauseant! — [Reads]. 

** Young man, I know thy secret — thou lovest above thy 
station: if thou hast wit, courage, and discretion, I can 
secure to thee the realization of thy most sanguine hopes; 
and the sole condition I ask in return is, that thou shalt 
be steadfast to thine own end^. I shall demand from thee 
a solemn oath to marry her whom thou lovest; to bear her 
to thine home on thy wedding night. 1 am serious — if thou 
wouldst learn more, lose not a moment, but follow the 
bearer of this letter to thy friend and patron, — Charles 
Bbausbant." 

Mel. Can 1 believe my eyes ? Are our own passions the 
sorcerers that raise up for us spirits of good or evil ? I will 
go instantly. 

Widow. What is this, Claude ? 

Mel. *' Marry her whom thou lovest"— ** bear her to thine 
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own home." — Oh, revenge and love; which of you is the 
stronger? — [Gazing on the picture,'] Sweet face, thou smilest 
on me from the canvas: weak fool that I am, do I then love 
her still ? No, it is the vision of my own romance that I 
have worshipped: it is the reality to which I bring scorn for 
scorn. Adieu, mother: I will return anon. My brain reels 
— the earth swims before me. — [Looks again at Ae letier.'\ 
No, it iB not a mockery; I do not dream 1 [Exit. 
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ACT II.— SCENE I. 

The Gardens of M. Dbsohappelles' house at Lyons — the 
house seen at the hack of the stage. 

Enter Bbauseakt and Glavis. 

Beau. Well, what think you of my plot? Has it not 
BucceedeS to a miracle ? The instant that I introduced his 
Highness the Prince of Como to the pompous mother and 
the scornful daughter, it was all over with them: he came— 
he saw — ^he conquered: and, though it is not many days 
since he arrived, they have already promised him the hand 
of Pauline. 

Qla. It is lucky,* though, that you told them his highness 
travelled incognito, for fear the Directory (who are not very 
fond of princes) should lay him by the heels; for he has a 
wonderful wish to keep up his rank, and scatters our gold 
about with as much coolness as if he were watering his own 
flower-pots. 

Beau. True, he is damnably extravagant; I think the sly 
dog. does it out of malice. However, it must be owned that 
he reflects credit on his loyal subjects, and makes a very 
pretty figure in his flne clothes, with my diamond snuff- 
box. 

Ola. And my diamond ring I But do you think he will 
be firm to the last? I fancy I see symptoms of relent- 
ing: he will never keep up his rank, if he once let out his 
conscience. 
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Beau. His oath binds him! he cannot retract without 
being forsworn, and those low fellows are always super- 
stitious! But, as it is, 1 tremble lest he be discovered: 
that bluff Colonel Damas (Madame Deschappelles' cousin) 
evidently suspects him: we must make haste and con- 
clude the farce: I have thought of a plan to end it this 
very day. 

(?Za. This very day! Poor Pauline: her dream will be 
soon over. 

Beau. Yes, this day they shall be married; this evening, 
according to his oath, he shall carry his bride to the Golden 
Lion, and then pomp, equipage, retinue, and title, all shall 
vanish at once; and her Highness the Princess shall find that 
she has refused the son of a Marquis, to marry the son of 
a gardener. — ^Oh, Pauline I once loved, now hated, yet still 
not relinquished, thou shalt drain the cup to the dregs, — 
thou shalt know what it is to be humbled! 

Enter from the houses Mblnottb, as the Prince of OomOj lead- 
ing in Pauline ; Madame Dbschappelles, fan- 
ning herself; and Colonel Damas. 

[Bbauseant and Glavis bow respectfully. Pauline 
and Mblnottb walk apart. 

Mme. Deschap. Good-morning, gentlemen; really I am so 
fatigued with laughter; the dear Prince is so entertaining. 
What wit he has! Any one may see that he has spent his 
whole life in courts. 

Damas. And what the deuce do you know about courts, 
Cousin Deschappelles ? You women regard men just as 
you buy books — ^you never care about what is in them, but 
how they are bound and lettered. 'Sdeath, I don't think 
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you would even look at your Bible if it had not a title 
to it. 

Mme, Deschap. How coarse you are, Cousin DamasI— quite 
the manners of a barrack — ^you don't deserve to be one of 
our family; really we must drop your acquaintanoe when 
Pauline marries. I cannot patronize any relations that 
would discredit my future son-in-law, the Prince of Como. 

Mel, [advancing]. These are beautiful gardens, madame, 
(Bbauseant and Glavis retire) — who planned them ? 

Mme, Deschap. A gardener named Melnotte, your high- 
ness — ^an honest man who knew his station. I can't say as 
much for his spn — a presuming fellow, who — ha I hal actu<* 
ally wrote verses — such doggerel! — to my daughter. 

Pauline. Yes, how you would have laughed at them, 
Prince I — yoUj who write such beautiful verses! 

Mel. This Melnotte must be a monstrous impudent per- 
son! 

Damas. Is he good looking ? 

Mme. Deschap, I never notice such canaille — an ugly, 
mean-looking clown, if I remember right. 

Damas. Yet 1 heard your porter say he was wonderfully- 
like his highness. 

Mel. [taking snuff}. You are complimentary. 

Mme. Deschap. For shame, Cousin Damas! — like the 
Prince, indeed! 

Pauline. Like you! Ah, mother, like our beautiful 
prince! I'll never speak to you again, Cousin Damas. 

Mel. [aside]. Humph! — rank is a great beautifier! I 
never passed for an Apollo while I was a peasant; if I 
am so handsome as a prince, what should I be as an 
emperor 1 [Aloud.'] Monsieur Beauseant, will you honor 
me ? [Offers envff. 
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Beau, No, your highness; I have no small vices. 

Mel, Nay, if it were a vice, you'd be sure to have it, 
Monsieur Beauseant. 

Mme. Deschap. Hal ha I — how very severe!— what wit! 

Beau, \in a rage and a^ide]. Curse his impertinence! 

Mme, Deschap, What a superb snuflf-box! 

Pauline, And what a beautiful ring ! 

Mel. You like the box- — a trifle — ^interesting perhaps from 
associations — a present from Louis XIV. to my great-great- 
grandmother. Honor me by accepting it. 

Beau, [plucking him by the sleeve]. How! — what the devil! 
My box — are you mad ? It is worth five hundred louis. 

Mel, [unheeding him, and turning to Pauline]. And you 
like this ring? Ah, it has, indeed, a lustre since your eyes 
have shone on it [placing it on her finger]. Henceforth hold 
me, sweet enchantress, the Slave of the Ring. 

Ola. [pulling hirn]. Stay, stay — what are you about? My 
maiden aunt's legacy — a diamond of the first water. Yqu 
shall be hanged for swindling, sir. 

Mel, [pretending not to hear]. It is curious, this ring; it is 
the one with which my grandfather, the Doge of Venice, 
married the Adriatic! 

[Madame and Pauline examine the ring, 

Mel. [to Beauseant and Glavis]. Fie, gentlemen! princes 
must be generous? — [Turns to Damas, who watches them 
closely,] These kind friends have my interest so much at 
heart, that they are as careful of my property as if it were 
their own! 

Beau, and Qla. [confusedly]. Ha! ha I — ^very good joke that! 
[Appear to remonstrate with Mblnottb in dumb show. 

Damas. What's ajl that whispering? I am sure there 
is some juggle here: hang me, if I think he is an Italian 
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after all. Gad, I'll try him. Servitore umilliarimo, Ec- 
cellenza/ 

Mel. Hum— what does he mean, I wonder? 

Damas. Oodo di vedervi in buona salute.' 

Mel. Hem — hem! 

Damas. Fa bel tempo — che si dice di nuovo? • 

Mel. Well, sir, what's all that gibberish? 

Damas. Oh, oh I — only Italian, your highneBsl — The 
Prince of Como does not understand his own language! 

Mel. Not as you pronounce it; who the deuce could? 

Jfme. Desckap, Ha! ha! Cousin Damas, never pretend to 
what you don't know. 

Pauline. Ha! ha! Cousin Damas; you q>eak Italian, 
indeed! [Makes a mocking gesture at him. 

Beau. \po Glavib]. Clever dog! — tiow ready! 

Gla. Ready, yes; with my diamond ring! — ^Damn his 
readiness! 

Damas. Laugh at me! — laugh at a Colonel in the French 
army! — ^the fellow's an impostor; I know he is. I'll see 
if he understands fighting as well as he does Italian. — 
[Qoes up to him, and aside.] Sir, you are a jackanapes. 
—Can you construe that? 

: Mel. No, sir; I never construe affronts in the presence 
of ladies; by-and-by I shall be happy to take a lesson 
give one. 

Damas. I'll find the occasion, never fear! 

Mme. Desckap. Where are you goingi cousin? 

Damas. To correct my Italian. [MciL 



1 Tour Excellency's most tunnble serrant 
^ I am glad to aee joa in good health. 
* Fine weather. ' What news is there t 
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Beau, \to GrLAVis]. Let ns after, and pacify him; he evi- 
dently suspects something. 

Gla. Yes! — bat my diamond ring! 

Beau. And my box ! — ^We are overtaxed fellow-subjects ! 
—we must stop the supplies, and dethrone the prince. 

Qhb. Prince! — ^he ought to be heir-apparent to King 
Stork. [Exeunt Bbauseant and GrLAVlS. 

Mme. Deschhp. Dare I ask your highness to forgive my 
cousin's insufferable vulgarity? 

Pauline. Oh yes! — you will forgive his manner for the 
sake of his heart. 

Mel. And the sake of his cousin. — Ah, madame, there is 
one comfort in rank, — we are so sure of our position that 
we are not easily affronted. Besides, M. Damas has bought 
the right of indulgence from his friends, by never showing 
it to his enemies. 

Pauline. Ah! he is, indeed, as brave in action as he is 
rude in speech. He rose from the ranks to his present 
grade, and in two years! 

Mel. In two years! — two years, did you say? 

Mme. Deschap, [aside']. I donH like leaving girls alone 
with their lovers; but, with a prince, it would be so ill- 
bred to be prudish. [Exit. 

Mel. You can be proud of your connection with one who 
owes his position to merit — not birth. 

Pauline. Why, yes; but still — 

Mel. Still what, Pauline ? 

Pauline. There is something glorious in the heritage of 
command. A man who has ancestors is like a representa- 
tive of the past. 

Mel. True; but, like other representatives, nine times out 
of ten he is a silent member. Ah, Pauline! not to the past, 



Digitized by 



Google 



144 BULWERTB ]»tAMATXC WORKS [act n 

but to the future, looks true nobility, and finds its blazon 
in posterity. 

Pauline. You say this to please me, who have no an- 
cestors; but you. Prince, must be proud of so illustrious 
a race! 

Mel. No, no! I would not, were 1 fifty times a prince, 
be a pensioner on the dead! I honor birth and ancestry 
when they are regarded as the incentives to exertion, not 
the title-deeds to sloth! I honor the laurels that overr 
shadow the graves of our fathers; — it is our fathers I em- 
ulate, when I desire that beneath the evergreen I myself 
have planted, my own ashes may repose! Dearest! couldst 
thou but see with my eyes! 

JPaulme, I cannot forego pride when I look on thee, and 
think that thou lovest me. Sweet Prince, tell me again of 
thy palace by the Lake of Gomo; it is so pleasant to hear 
of thy splendors since thou didst swear to me that they 
would be desolate without Pauline; and when thou de- 
scribest them, it is with a mocking lip and a noble scorn, 
as if custom had made thee disdain greatness. 

Mel. Nay, dearest, nay, if thou wouldst have me paint 
The home to which, could love fulfil its prayers, 
This hand would lead thee, listen ! ' — A deep vale 
Shut out by Alpine hills from the rude world; 

^ The reader will observe ihat Meliiotte evades ttie request of PaaHne. He 
proceeds to describe a home, which he does not aaj he possesses, but to which 
he would lead her, ^^ could Love fulJU its praye^'s.^* This caution is intended 
as a reply to a sagacious critic who censures the description, because it is not 
an exact and prosaic inventory <^ tiie ohiffacteristics of the Lake of Oomol — 
When Melnotte, for instance, talks of birds **that syllable the name of Pauline" 
(by the way, a literal translation from an Italian poet), he is not thinking of 
ornithology, but probably of the Arabian Nights. He is venting the «Ktiava- 
gant^ but natural, enthusiasm of the poet and the lover. 
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Near a clear lake, margined by fraite of gold 
And whispering myrtles; glassing softesi skies, 
As cloudless, save with rare and roseate shadows, 
As I woxQd have thy fate! 

Pauline. My own dear love 1 

Mel. A palace lifting to eternal summer 
Its msrble walls, from out a glossy bower 
Of coolest foliage musical with birds, 
Whose songs should syllable thy name! At noon 
We'd sit beneath the arching vineB, and wonder 
Why Earth could be unhappy, while the Heavens 
Still left us youth and lovel We'd have no friends 
That were not lovers; no ambition, save 
To excel them all in love; we'd read no books 
That were not tales of love — that we might smile 
To think how poorly eloquence of words 
Translates the poetry of hearts like ours! 
And when night came, amidst the breathless fleavena 
We'd guess what star should be our home when love 
Becomes immortal; while the perfumed light 
Stole through the mists of alabaster lamps, 
And every air was heavy with the sighs 
Of orange-groves and music from sweet lutes, 
And murmurs of low fountains that gosh forth 
I' the midst of roses! — ^Dost thou like the picture? 

Pauline. Oh, as the bee upon the flower, 1 hang 
Upon the honey of thy eloquent tongue! 
Am 1 not blest? And if I love too wildly. 
Who would not love thee like Pauline? 

Misl \bitterly']. Oh, false one I 

It is the prince thou lovest, not the wKm: 

If in Uie stead of luxury, pomp, and power, 

♦G Bulwer, Vol. XXIX 
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I had painted poverty, and toil, and care, 

Thou hadst found no honey on my tongue; — Pauline, 

That 18 not love! 

Pauline. Thou wrongest me, cruel Prince I 

At first, in truth, I might not have been won, 
Save through the weakness of a flatter 'd pride; 
But now^ — oh! trust me, — couldst thou fall from power 
And sink 

Mel. As low as that poor gardener's son 

Who dared to lift his eyes to thee? — 

Pauline. ' Even then, 

Methinks thou wouldst be only made more dear 
By the sweet thought that I could prove how deep 
Is woman's love! We are like the insects, caught 
By the poor glittering of a garish flame; 
But, oh, the wings once scorch 'd, the brightest star 
Lures us no more; and by the fatal light 
We cling till death! 

Mel. Angel! 

[Aside.'] O conscience! conscience!' 
It must not be; — her love hath grown a torture 
Worse than her hate. I will at once to Beauseant, 
And — ha! he comes. Sweet love, one moment leave me. 
I have business with these gentlemen — I — I 
Will forthwith join you. 

Pauline. Do not tarry long! [Exit 

Enter Beausbant and Glavis. 

Mel. Release me from my oath, — I will not marry herl 
Beau. Then thou art perjured. 

Mel. No, I was not in my senses when I swore to thee 
to marry her! I was blind to all but her scorn! — deaf to all 
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but my pa^ion and my rage! Giv^e me back my pover^ 
and my honor I 

Beau. It is too late, — ^you must marry herl and tiiis day. 
I have a story already coined, and sare to pass current 
This Damas suspects thee, — he will set the police to work! 
— thou wilt be detected — Pauline will despise and exe- 
crate thee. Thou wilt be sent to the common jail as a 
swindler. 

Mel Fiend I 

Beau. And in the heat of the girl's resentment (you know 
of what resentment is capable) and the parents' shame, she 
will be induced to marry the first that offers— even perhaps 
your humble servant. 

Mel. You! No; that were worse — ^for thou hast no mercy! 
I will marry her — I will keep my oath. Quick, then, with 
the damnable invention thou art hatching; — quick, if thou 
wouldst not have me strangle thee or myself. 

Ola. What a tiger! Too fierce for a prince; — he ought 
to have been the Grand Turk. 

Beau. Enough — I will despatch; be prepared. 

[Mceunt Beauseant and Glavis. 

Miter Bamas toiih two swords. 

Damas. Now, then, sir, the ladies are no longer your 
excuse. I have brought you a couple of dictionaries; let 
us see if your highness can find out the Latin for bilho. 

Mel. Away, sir! I am in no humor for jesting. 

Damas. 1 see you understand something of the grammar; 
you decline the noun-substantive '^small-swords'' with great 
ease; but that won't do— you must take a lesson m parsing. 

Mel. Fool! 

Damas. Sir, as sons take after their mother, so the man 
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who calls me a fool insults the lady who bore me; there's 
no escape for you — fight you shall, or 

Msl. Oh, enough! enough! — take your ground. 

[They fight; Damas is disarmed. Mblnottb takes up 
the sword dhfid returns it to Damas respectfully. 
A just punishment to the brave soldier who robs the state 
of its best property — the sole right to his valor and his 
life. 

Damas. Sir, you fence exceedingly well; you must be a 
man of honor — I don't care a jot whether you are a prince; 
but a man who has carte and tierce at his fingers' ends must 
be a gentleman. 

Mel. \aside\. Gentleman! Ay, 1 was a gentleman before 
I turned conspirator; for honest men are the gentlemen 
of Nature! Colonel, they tell me you rpse from the 
ranks. 

Damas. I did. 

Mel. And in two years! 

Damas. It is true; that's no wonder in bur army at 
present. Why the oldest general in the service is scarcely 
thirty, and we have some of two-and-twenty. 

Mel. Two-and-twenty! 

Damas. Yes; in the French army, nowaday?, promotion 
is not a matter of purchase. We are all heroes, because we 
may be all generals. We have no fear of the cypress, be-' 
cause we may all hope for the laurel. 

Mel. A general at two-and-twenty! [turning away] — Sir, 
I may ask you a favor one of these days. 

Damas. Sir, £ shall be proud to grant it. It is astonish- 
ing how much I like a man after I've fought with him. 

[Hides the swords. 
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Enter Madamb Dsschaffblles and Biaitssant. 

Mme, Deschap. Oh, Prince, — Prince! — What do I hear? 
You must fly — ^you must quit us I 

Mel II— 

Beau. Yes, Prince: read this letter, just received from my 
friend at Paris, one of the Directory; they suspect you of 
designs against the Republic: they are very suspicioua 
of princes, and your family take part with the Austrians. 
Knowing that I introduced your highness at Lyons, my 
friend writes to me to say that you must quit the town 
immediately, or you will be arrested, — thrown into prison, 
perhaps guillotined I Fly! — I will order horses to your 
carriage instantly. Fly to Marseilles; there you can take 
ship to Leghorn. 

Mne. Deschap. And what's to become of Pauline? Am 
I not to be mother to a princess, after all? 

Enter Pauline and Monsieur Deschappelles. 

Pauline [throwing herself into Melnotte's arm8\. You 
must leave us! — ^Leave Pauline! 

Beau. Not a moment is to be wasted. 

M. Desehap. I will go to the magistrates and inquire— 

Beau. Then he is lost; the magistrates, hearing he is sus* 
pected, will order his arrest. 

Mme. Deechap. And I shall not be a princess-dowager! 

Beait. Why not? There is only one thing ta be done: — 
send for the priest — let the marriage take place at onoe, and 
the prince carry home a bride ? 

ifeZ. Impossible! — [Aside.] Villain. 

Mme. Desehap. What, lose my child? 

Beau. And gain a princess! 
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Mme. Deschap. Oh, Monsieur Beauseant, you are so very 
kind, it must be so, — we ought not to be selfish, my daugh- 
ter's happiness at stake. She will go away, too, in a car* 
riage and six I 

Pauline. Thou art here still, — ^I cannot part from thee,-^ 
my heart will break. 

Mel. But thou wilt not consent to this hasty union? — 
thou wilt not wed an outcast — a fugitive? 

Pauline. Ah! if thou art in danger, who should share it 
but Pauline ? 

Mel. \aside'\. Distraction I — ^If the earth could swallow me! 

M. Deschap. Gently! gently! The settlements — the con- 
tracts — ^my daughter's dowry! 

Mel. The dowry! — 1 am not base enough for that; no, not 
one farthing! 

Beau. \to Madamf], Noble fellow! — ^Really your good 
husband is too mercantile in these matters. Monsieur 
Deschappelles, you hear his highness: we can arrange the 
settlements by proxy; 'tis the way with people of quality. 

M. Deschap. But 

Mme. Deschap. Hold your tongue! — ^Don't expose your- 
self! 

Beau. I will bring the priest in a trice. Go in all of you 
and prepare; the carriage shall be at the door before the 
ceremony is over. 

Mme. Deschap. Be sure there are six horses, Beauseant! 
You are very good to have forgiven us for refusing you; 
but you see — a prince! 

Beau. And such a prince! Madame, I cannot blush at 
the success of so illustrious a rival. — [Aside.'] Now will I 
follow them to the village, enjoy my triumph, and to-mor- 
row, in the hour of thy shame and grief, I think, proud 
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girl, thou wilt prefer even these arms to those of the 
gardener's son. [MciL 

Mme. Deachap. Come, Monsieur Beschappelles, give your 
arm to her highness that is to be. . 

M. Deachap. I don't like doing business in such a hurry; 
'tis not the way with the house of Deschappelles & Go. 

Mme. Deschap. There, now, you fancy you are in the 
counting-house, don't you ? [Pushes him to Paulinb. 

Mel. Stay, stay, Pauline — one word. Have you no scru- 
ple, no fear? Speak — ^it is not yet too late. 

Pauline, When I loved thee, thy fate became mine. 
Triumph or danger — ^joy or sorrow — ^I am by thy side. 

Damas. Well, well. Prince, thou art a lucky man to be 
so loved. She is a good little girl in spite of her foibles 
— ^make her as happy as if she were not to be a princess 
[slapping him on the shoulder]. Come, sir, I wish you joy 
— ^young — tender — lovely; — ^zounds, I envy you! 

Mel. [who hcis stood apart in gloomy abstractiori]. Do you ? ' 

* On the stage the following lines are added : 

**Do you ? Wise judges are we of each other. 
*Woo, wed, and bear her home!' So runs the bond 
To which I sold myself, — and then — what then ? 
Away ? — ^I will not look beyond the hour. 
Like children in the dark, I dare not face 
The shades that gather round me in the distance. 
You envy me — I thank you — ^you may read 
My joy upon my brow — ^I thank you, sir! 
If hearts had audible language, you would hear 
What mine would answer when you talk of envyT* 
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ACT m— SCENE I. 

ITie exUrior of the Golden Lion — Hme^ iwiUghi. The moon 
rises during the scene. 

Enter Landlord avkd his Daughter /rom ihe Inn. 

Land. Ha — ha — ha I Well, I never shall get over it. 
Our Claude is a prinoe with a vengeance now. His carriage 
breaks down at my inn — ha — hal 

Janet. And what airs the joang lady gives herself! ^^Is 
this the beet room yon have, young woman?" with such a 
toss of the head. 

Land. Well, get in, Janet: get in and see to the supper: 
the servants must sup before they go back. [Eoceunt. 

Enter Beaussant and Glavis. 

Beau. You see, our princess is lodged at last — one stage 
more, and she'll be at her journey's end — ^the beautiful 
palace at the foot of the Alps I — ha — ^hal 

Ola. Faith, I pity the poor Pauline-^especially if she's 
going to sup at the Golden Lion \mahes a wry face]. 1 
shall never forget that cursed ragout. 

Enter Mblnottb from the Inn. 

Beau. Your servant, my prince; you reigned most 
worthily, I condole with you on your abdication. I am 
afraid that your highness's retinue are not very faithful 
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servants. I think they will quit you in the moment of 
your fall — 'tis the fate of greatness. But you are welcome 
to your fine clothes — also the diamond snufE-box, which 
Louis XIV. gave to your great-great-grandmother. 

Ola. And the ring, with which your grandfather the 
Doge of Venice married the Adriatic. 

Mel. I have kept my oath, gentlemen — say, have I kept 
my oath? 

Beau. Most religiously. 

Mel. Then you have done with me and mine — away with 
you! 

Beau. How, knave? 

Mel. Look you, our bond is over. Proud conquerors that 
we are, we have won the victory over a simple girl — com- 
promised her honor — ^imbittered her life — ^blasted, in their 
very blossoms, all the flowers of her youth. This is your 
triumph, — ^it is my shame! {Turns to Bbauseant.] Enjoy 
thy triumph, but not in my sijght. I was her betrayer — ^I 
am her protector! Cross but her path — one word of scorn, 
one look of insult — ^nay, but one quiver of that mocking 
lip, and I will teach thee that bitter word thou hast graven 
eternally in this heart — Repentance I 

Beau. His highness is most grandiloquent. 

Mel. Highness me no more! Beware! Remorse has made 
me a new being. Away with you ! There is danger in me. 
Away! 

GU. \aside\. He's an awkward fellow to deal with: come 
away, Beauseant. 

Beau. I know the respect due to rank. Adieu, my prince. 
Any commands at Lyons ? Yet hold — ^I promised you 200 
louis on your wedding-day; here they are. 

Mel. \dashing the purse to the ground]. I gave you revenge. 



Digitized by 



Google 



154 BULW£R*S DRAMATIC WORKS [aot m 

I did not sell it Take up yov silver, Jadas; take it — 
Aji it is fit joa should leam to stoop. 

Beau. Yon will b^ my pardon for this some day. {Aside 
to Glayis.] Gome to my chateau — I shall return hither to- 
morrow, to leam how Pauline likes her new dignity. 

Mel. Are you not gone yet? 

Beau. Your highness's most obedient, most faithful — 

Gla. And most bumble servants. Hal bal 

\MceufU Bbausbant and Glavis. 

Mel. Thank Heaven I had no weapon, or I should have 
slain them. Wretch I what can 1 say? Where turn? On 
all sides mockery — the very boors within— [Zati^A^er from 
ike Inn."] — 'Sdeath, if even in this short absence the expos- 
ure should have chanced. I will call her. We will go 
hence. I have already srat one I can trost to my mother's 
house. There, at least, none can insult her agony — gloat 
upon her shame! There alone must she leam what a villain 
she has sworn to love. 

[As he twrns to the door enter Pauliks fivm the Inn. 

Pauline, Ah I my lord, what a place! I never saw such 
rude people. They stare and wink so. 1 think the very 
sight of a prince, though he travels incogniio, turns their 
honest heads. What a pity the carriage should break down 
in such a spot! You are not well — the drops stand on your 
brow — your hand is feverish. 

Mel. Kay, it is but a passing spasm; — ^the air — — 

Pauline. Is not the soft air of your native south — 
How pale he is I — ^indeed thou art not well. 
Where are our people ? I will call them. 

Mel Hold! 

I — ^I am well. 

Pai^ne. Thou art! — Ah! now I know it 
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Thou fanciest, my kind lord — ^I know thou dost — 
Thou fanciest these rude walls, these rustic gossips, 
Brick' d floors, sour wine, coarse viands, vex Pauline; 
And so they might, but thou art by my side, 
And 1 forget all else. 

Enter Landlord, the Servants peeping and laughing over 
his shoulder. 

Land. My lord — ^your highness- 

Will your most noble excellency choose — 

Mel. Begone, sir! [Exit Landlord laughing. 

Pauline. How could they have leam'd thy rank? 

One's servants are so vain! — nay, let it not 
Chafe thee, sweet prince! — a few short days and we 
Shall see thy palace by its lake of silver. 
And — ^nay, nay, spendthrift, is thy wealth of smiles 
Already drain'd, or dost thou play the miser? 

Mel. Thine eyes would call up smiles in deserts, fair one. 
Let us escape these rustics: close at hand 
There is a cot, where I have bid prepare 
Our evening lodgment — a rude, homely roof, 
But honest, where our welcome will not be 
Made torture by the vulgar eyes and tongues 
That are as death to Love I A heavenly night I 
The wooing air and the soft moon invite us. 
Wilt walk? I pray thee, now, — ^I know the path, 
Ay, every inch of itl 

Pauline. What, thou! methought 

Thou wert a stranger in these parts? Ah, truant. 
Some villi^e beauty lured thee; — ^thou art now 
Grown constant? 

Mel. Trust me. 
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Pauline. Princee are so changeful I 

Mel. Gome, dearest, come. 

Pauline. Shall I not call our people 

To light us? 

Mel. Heaven will lend its stars for torches 1 

It is not far. 

Pauline. The night breeze chills me. 

Mel Nay, 

Let me thus mantle thee; — ^it is not cold. 

Pauline. Never beneath thy smile 1 

Mel. [aside]. O Heaven I forgive mel 

[Sxeunt. 

SCENE II. 

MblHOTTB's cottage — ^Widow buetKng oAout — a tahk 
spread for supper. 

Widow. So, I think that looks very neat. He sent me 
a line, so blotted that 1 can scarcely read it, to say he would 
be here almost immediately. She must have loved him well 
indeed to have forgotten his birth ; for though he was intio- 
duced to her in disguise, he is too honorable not to have 
revealed to her the artifioe, which her love only oould for- 
give. Well, I do not wonder at it; for though my son is 
not a prince, he ought to be one^ and that's almost as good. 
[Knock €U the door.] Ah ! here they are. 

Enter Mblnottb and Paulinb. 

Widow. Oh, my boy — ^the pride of my heart I — ^welcome, 
welcome I I beg pardon, ma'am, but I do love him sol 
Pauline. Good woman, I really — why, Prince, what is 
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this? — does the old lady know you? Oh, I guess, you 
have done her some service. Another proof of your kind 
heart? m it not? 

Mel. Of my kind heart, ay I 

Pauline. So yon know the prince? 

Widow. Know him, madame? — Ah, 1 begin to fear it 
is you who know him not I 

Pauline. I>o you think she is mad? Can we stay here, 
my lord ? I think there^s something very wild about her. 

Mel. Madame, I — no, I cannot tell her; my knees knock 
together: what a coward is a man who has lost his honorl 
Speak to her — speak to her [to his mother] — tell her that — 
O Heaven, that I were dead! 

Pauline. Bow confused he looks I — this strange place?-* 
this woman — what can it mean? — ^I half suspect — Who 
are you, madame I — who are you I can't you speak? are yon 
struck dumb? 

Widow. Olaude, you have not deceived her? — Ah, shame 
upon you! I thought that, before you went to the altar, 
she was to have known alL 

Pauline. All! what! — My blood freesMS in my veins! 

Widow. Po<» lady 1 — dare I tell her, Claude ? [Mxlnottb 
makes a sign of assent^ Know you not then, madame, that 
this young man is of poor though honest parents? Know 
ycm not that yon are wedded to my son, Claude Melnotte? 

Pauline. Your son! hold — hold! do not speak to me. — 
[Approaches Melkotti, and lays her hand on his arm."] — 
Is this a jest? is it? 1 know it is, only speak — one word — 
one look— one smile. I cannot believe— I who loved thee 
so— I cannot believe that thou art such a — No, I will 
not ¥rrong thee ^y a harsh word — Speak! 

MeL Leave us — have pity on her, on me: leave vs. 
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Widow. Oh, Claude, that I shoald live to see thee bowed 
by shame! thee of whom I was so proud! 

[Hxit by the staircase. 

Pauline. Her son — her son! 

Mel. Now, lady, hear me. 

Pauline. Hear thee! 

Ay, speak — her son! have fiends a parent? speak. 
That thou mayst silence curses — speak ! 

Mel. No, curse me: 

Thy curse would blast me less than thy forgiveness. 

Pauline [laughing wildly]. '*This is thy palace, where the 
perfumed light 
Steals through the mist of alabaster lamps. 
And every air is heavy with the sighs 
Of orange-groves, and music from the sweet lutes, 
And murmurs of low fountains, that gush forth 
I' the midst of roses!" Dost thou like the picture? 
This is ray bridal home, and th^u my bridegroom. 

fool — O dupe— O wretch ! — I see it all — 
The by-word and the jeer of every tongue 
In Lyons. Hast thou in thy heart one touch 
Of human kindness? if thou hast, why, kill me. 
And save thy wife from madness. No, it cannot — 
It cannot be: this is some horrid dream: 

1 shall wake soon. — [Touching him.'] Art flesh? art man? 

or but 
The shadows seen in sleep ? It is too real. 
What have I done to thee? how sinn'd against thee, 
That thou shouldst crush me thus? 

Mel. Pauline, by pride 

Angels have fallen ere thy time: by pride- 
That sole alloy of thy most lovely mold — 
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The evil spirit of a bitter loVe, 

And a revengeful heart, had power upon thee. 

From my first years my soul was fill'd with thee: 

I saw thee midst the fiow'rs the lowly boy 

Tended, unmark'd by thee — a spirit of bloom, 

And joy, and freshness, as if Spring itself 

Were made a living thing, and wore thy shape! 

I saw thee, and the passionate heart of man 

Enter'd the breast of the wild-dreaming boy. 

And from that hour I grew — what to the last 

I shall be — ^thine ador^l Well, this love, 

Vain, frantic, guilty, if thou wilt, became 

A fountain of ambition and bright hope; 

I thought of tales that by the winter hearth 

Old gossips tell — how maidens sprung from kings 

Have stoop'd from their high sphere; how love, likie 

death. 
Levels all ranks, and lays the shepherd's crook 
Beside the sceptre. Thus I made my home 
In the soft palace of a fairy Future! 
My father died; and I, the peasant-bom. 
Was my own lord. Then did I seek to rise 
Out of the prison of my mean estate; 
And, with such jewels as the exploring mind 
Brings from the caves of knowledge, buy my ransom 
From those twin jailers of the daring heart — 
Low birth and iron fortune. Thy bright image 
Glass' d in my soul, took all the hues of glory. 
And lured me on to those inspiring toils 
By which man masters men I For thee I grew 
A midnight student o'er the dreams of sages. 
For thee I sought to borrow from each grace, 
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And every muse, such attributes as lend 
Ideal charms to love. I thought of thee. 
And passion taught me poesy — of thee, 
And on the painter's canvas grew the life 
Of beauty I Art became the shadow 
Of the dear starlight of thy haunting eyes I 
Men call'd me vain — some mad — ^I heeded no|; 
But still toird on — hoped on — ^for it was sweet| 
If not to win, to feel more worthy thee? 

Pauline. Has he a magic to exorcise hate I 

Mel. At last, in one mad hour, I dared to pour 
The thoughts that burst their channels into song. 
And sent them to thee — ^such a tribute, lady, 
As beauty rarely scorns, even from the meanest. 
The name — appended by the burning heart 
That long'd to show its idol what bright things 
It had created — yea, the enthusiast's nanie, 
That should have been thy triumph, was thy scorn I 
That very hour — when passion, turn'd to wrath, 
Besembled hutred most — when thy disdain 
Made my whole soul a chaos — in that hour 
The tempters found me a revengeful tool 
For their revenge ! Thou hadst trampled on the 

worm — 
It turn'd and stung thee I 

Pauline. Love, sir, hath no sting. 

What was the slight of a poor powerless girl 
To the deep wrong of this most vile revenge? 
Oh, how I loved this man I — a serf I — a slave I 

Mel. Hold, lady! No, not slave! Despair is free 1 
I will not tell thee of the throes — the struggles — 
The anguish — the remorse: No, let it pass I 
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And let me come to such meet poor atonement 

Yet in my power. Pauline I 

[Approiiching her with great emotion^ and abofU to take 
her hand. 

Pauline. No, touch me not! 

I know my fate. Tou are, by law, my tyrant; 
And I — O Heaven I — a peasant's wifel I'll work — 
Toil — drudge— do what thou wilt — but touch me not; 
Let my wrongs make md sacred I 

Mel. Do not fear me. 

Thou dost not know me, madame: at the altar 
My vengeance ceased — ^my guilty oath expiredl 
Henceforth, no image of some marble saint, 
Niched in cathedral aisles, is hallow'd more 
From the rude hand of sacrilegious wrong. 
I am thy husband-^nay, thou need'st not shudder;^- 
Here, at thy feet, I lay a husband's rights. 
A marriage thus unholy — unfulfiU'd — 
A bond of fraud — ^is, by the laws of France, 
Made void and null. To-night sleep — sleep in peace. 
To-morrow, pure and virgin as this morn 
I bore .thee, bathed in blushes, from the shrine. 
Thy father's arms shall take thee to thy home. 
The law shall do thee jnstice, and restore 
Thy right to bless another with thy love. 
And when thou art happy, and hast half forgot 
Him who so loved — so wrong' d thee, think at least 
Heaven left some remnant of the angel still 
In that poor peasant's nature! 

Ho! my mother 1 



Digitized by 



Google 



162 BULWER'S DRAMATIC WORKS [ACfr m 

Enter Widow. 

Conduct this lady — (she is not my wife; 

She is our gaest, — our honor'd guest, my mother)— 

To the poor chamber, where the sleep of virtue, 

Never, beneath my father's honest roof, 

Ev'n villains dared to marl Now, lady, now, 

I think thou wilt believe me. Go, my mother I 

Widow. She is not thy wife ! 

Mel. Hush, hush! for mercy's sake! 

Speak not, but go. 

fWidow ascends the stairs; 'PavJjINE follows weeping — 
turns to look back, 

Mel. [sinking down"]. All angels bless and guard her! 
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ACT IV.— SCENE I. 

The cottage as before — Melnotte seated before a table — 
writing implements^ etc. — {Day breaking.) 

Mel. Hush, hush!— She sleeps at last! — thank Heaven, for 
a while she forgets even that I live! Her sobs, which have 
gone to my heart the whole, lo»g, desolate night, have 
ceased! — all calm — all still! I will go now; I will send this 
letter to Pauline's father: when he arrives, I will place 
in his hands my own consent to the divorce, and then, 
O France! my country! accept among thy protectors, thy 
defenders — ^the peasant's son! Our country is less proud 
than custom, and does not refuse the blood, the heart, the 
right hand of the poor man. 

Enter Widow. 

Widoio. Mj son, thou hast acted ill; but sin brings its 
own punishment. In the hour of thy remorse, it is not for 
a mother to reproach thee. 

Mel. What is past is past. There is a future left to all 
men, who have virtue to repent and the energy to atone. 
Thou shalt be proud of thy son yet. Meanwhile, remember 
this poor lady has been grievously injured. For the sake 
of thy son's conscience, respect, honor, bear with her. If 
she weeps, console — if she chide, be silent. 'Tis but a little 
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while more— I shall send an express fast as horse can speed 
to her father. Farewell I I shall return shortly. 

Widow. It is the only course left to thee — thou wert led 
astray, but thou art not hardened. Thy heart is right still, 
as ever it was, when in thy most ambitious hopes thou wert 
never ashamed of thy poor mother. 

Jfel. Ashamed of thee I No, if I yet ^idure, yet live, yet 
hope, — ^it is only because I would not die till I have re- 
deemed the noble heritage I have lost— the Iieritage 1 took 
unstained from ihee and my dead father — a proud con- 
science and an honest name. I shall win them back yet — 
Heaven bless you I " [Bacit. 

Widow. My dear Claude I How my heart bleeds for him. 
[PaulikB looke down from ahove^ a/nd after a pwu$ 

descends. 

PauUne, Not here I — ^he spares me that pain at least: so 
far he is considerate— yet the place seems still more desolate 
without him. Oh, that I could hate him — ^the gardener's 
sonl — and yet how nobly he— no — no— no I will not be so 
mean a thing as to forgive him I 

Widow. Oood-morning, madame; I would have waited on 
you if I had known you were stirring. 

Pauline. It is no matter, ma'am — -your son's wife ought 
to wait on herself. 

Widow. My son's wife — ^let not that thought vex you, 
madame— he tells me that you will have your divorce.. 
And I hope I shall live to see him smile again. There 
are maidens in this village, young and fair, madame, who 
may yet console him. 

Pauline. I dare say — they are vwy welcome— and when 
the divorce is got — he will marry again. I am sure I 
hope so. [Weeps. 
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Widow. He could have married the richest girl in the 
province, if he had pleased it; bat his head was turned, 
poor child! he could think of nothing but you. [Weeps. 

Pauline. Don't weep, mother. 

Widow. Ah, he has behaved very ill, 1 know, but love is 
so headstrong in the young. Don't weep, madame. 

Pauline, So, as you were saying — ^go on. 

Widow. Oh, I cannot excuse him, ma'am — he was not in 
his right senses. 

Pauline. But he always — always [sobbing] loved — loved 
me then? 

Widow. He thought of nothing else. See here — he learnt 
to paint that he might take your likeness [uncovers the 
picture]. But that's all over now — ^I trust you have cured 
him of his folly; — ^but, dear heart, you have had no 
breakfast! 

Pauline. I can't take anything — don't trouble yourself. 

Widow. Nay, madame, be persuaded; a little coffee will 
refresh you. Our milk and eggs are excellent. I will get 
out Claude's coffee-cup — ^It is of real Sevres; he saved up 
all his money to buy it three years ago, because the name 
of Pauline was inscribed on it. 

Pauline. Three years ago! Poor Claude! — Thank you; 
I think I will have some coffee. Oh! if he were but a 
poor gentleman, even a merchant: but a gardener's son — 
and what a home!— Oh no, — ^it is too dreadful! 

[They seat themselves at the taile, Beauseakt opens the 
lattice and looks in. 

Beau. So — so — ^the coast is clear! I saw Claude in the 
lane — ^I shall have an excellent opportunity. 

[Shuts the lattice and knocks at the door. 

Pauline [starting]. Can it be my father? — he has not sent 
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for him jet? No, he cannot be in such a hurry to get rid 
of me. 

Widow. It is not time for your father to arriye yet; it 
most be some neighbor. 

Pauline. Don't admit any one. 

[Widow opens the door^ Bbausbant puehee her aside 
and enters. 
Hal Heavens I that hatefnl BeauseantI This is indeed 
bitter 1 

Beau. Good-morning, madame! widow, your son b^gs 
yon will have the goodness to go to him in the village— he 
wants to speak to you on particular business; you'll find 
him at the inn, or the grocer's shop, or the baker's, or at 
some other friend's ot your family — ^make haste. 

Pauline. Don't leave me, mother I— -don't leave me. 

Beau, [with great respect']. Be not alarmed, madame. Be* 
lieve me your friend — your servant. 

Pauline. %r, I have no fear of you, even in this house I 
Go, madame, if your aon wishes it; I will not contradict 
his commands, whilst at least he has still the right to be 
obeyed. 

Widow. I don't understand this; however, I shan't be 
long gone. [Hcit. 

Pauline. Sir, I divine the object of your visit — you wish 
to exult in the humiliation of one who humbled you. Be it 
so; I am prepared to endure all — even your presence I 

Beau. You mistake me, madame — ^Pauline, you mistake 
me I I come to lay my fortune at your feet. You must 
already be disenchanted with this impostor; these walls are 
not worthy to be hallowed by your beauty I Shall that form 
be clasped in the arms of a base-born peasant? Beloved, 
beautiful Pauline I fly with me — ^my carriage waits without 
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— ^I will bear you to a home more meet for your reception. 
Wealth, luxury, station — ^all shall yet be yours. I forget 
your past disdain — ^I remember only your beauty and my 
unconquerable love! 

Pauline. Sir! leave this house — it is humble: but a hus- 
band's roof, however lowly, is, in the eyes of Q-od and man, 
the temple of a wife's honor! Know that I would rather 
starve— yes— with him who has betrayed me, than accept 
your lawful hand, even were you the prince whose name 
he bore! — Go. 

Beau. What! is not your pride humbled yet? 

Pauline. Sir, what was pride in prosperity in affliction 
becomes virtue. 

Beau. Look round: these rugged floors — these homely 
walls — this wretched struggle of poverty for comfort — think 
of this! and contrast with such a picture the refinement, 
the luxury, the pomp, that the wealthiest gentleman of 
Lyons offers to the loveliest lady. Ah, hear me! 

Pauline, Oh! my father! — why did I leave you? — why 
am I thus friendless ? Sir, you see before you a betrayed, 
iqjured, miserable woman! — ^respect her anguish! 

[Melnottb opens the door silently^ and pauses at the 

threshold. 

Beau. No! let me rather thus console it; let me snatch 
from those lips one breath of that fragrance which never 
should be wasted on the low churl thy husband. 

Pauline. Help! Claude! — Claude! — ^Have 1 no protector? 

Beau. Be silent! [showing a pistol\. See, I do not come un- 
prepared even for violence. I will brave all things — thy hus- 
band and all his race — for thy sake. Thus, then, 1 clasp theel 

Mel. [dashing him to the other end of the stage}. Pauline — 
look up, Pauline I thou art safe. 
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Beau. \levelUng his pistol}. Bare yoa thus insult a man 
of my birth, rnfiSan ? 

Pauiins. Oh, spare him^Hspare my husband I — ^Beauseant 
— Claude — no— no [faints']. 

Mel. Miserable trickster I shame upon yout brave devices 
to terrify a woman! Coward I — ^you tremble — ^you have out- 
raged the laws — you know that your weapon is harmless — 
you have the courage of the mountebank, not the bravo I — 
Pauline, there is no danger. 

Beau. I wish thou wert a gentleman — as it is, thou ar^ 
beneath me. — Oood-day, and a happy honeymoon. — \Aside.'] 
I will not die till I am avenged. [Exit. 

Mel. I hold her in these arms — ^the last embraoel 
Never, ah nevermore, shall this dear head 
Be piUow'd <m the heait that should have shelter 'd 
And has betray 'd! — Soft — soft I one kisfr— poor wretohl 
No soom on that pide lip foarbids me nowl 
One kiss-HBM> <H«is all record of my crimel 
It 18 the seal upon the tomb of hope, 
By whieh, like some lost, sorrowing angel, sits 
Sad memory ev^more; — she breathes-Hshe moves- 
She wakes to scorn, to hate, but not to shudder 
Beneath the touch of my abhon^d love. 
There— we are strangers now! {Places her on a seat. 

PaniUne. All gone— all calm — 

Is everything a dream 7 tkoa art safe, unhurt— 
I do not love thee; — ^but — ^but I am woman, 
And— and — no blood is spilt ? 

Md. No, lady, no; 

My guilt hath not deserved so ridi a blessii^ 
As even danger in thy cause. 



Digitized by 



Google 



80BMBI] THE LADY OF LYONS 169 

Enter Widow. 

Widow. My son, I have been everywhere in search of 
you; why did you send for me? 

MeL I did not send for you. 

Widow. Nol bat I must tell you your express has re- 
turned. 

Mel. So soon I impossible I 

Widow. Yes, he met the lady's father and mother on the 
road; they were going into the country on a visit. Your 
messenger says that Monsieur Deschappelles turned almost 
white with anger when he read your letter. They will be 
here idmost immediately. Ob, Claude, Claude I what will 
they do to you? How I tremble. Ah, madamel do not 
let them injure him — ^if you knew how he doted on you. 

PavMne, Injure him I no, ma'am, be not afraid;— my 
father! how shall I meet him? how go back to Lyons? 
the scofi of the whole city I Cruel, cruel, Claude [tn great 
agitation}. Sir, you have acted inost treacherously. 

Md. I know it, madame. 

Pauline [aside']. If he would but ask me to forgive him I 
— ^I never can forgive you, sir. 

Mel. I never dared to hope it. 

Pauline. But you are my husband now, and I have sworn 
to — to love yon, sir. 

Mel. That was under a false belief, madame; Heaven and 
the la?rs will release you from your vow. 

Pauline. He will drive me mad! if he were but less proud 
— ^if he would but ask me to remain — ^hark, hark — I hear the 
wheels of the carriage — Sir — Claude, they are coming; have 
you no word to say ere it is too late ? Quick — speak. 

Mel. I can only congratulate you on your release. Be- 
hold your parents! 

♦H Bulwer, Vol. XXIX 
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Enter MONSIEUR and Madame Deschappelles and 
Colonel Dam as. 

Jf. Deschap, M.j child 1 my child I 

Mme. Deschap. Oh, my poor Pauline! — what a villanoas 
hovel this is ! Old woman, get me a chair — ^I shall £aint — 
I certainly shall. What will the world say ? Child, you 
have been a fool. A mother's heart is easily broken. 

Damas. Ha, ha I most noble Prince — ^I am sorry to see a 
man of your quality in such a condition; I am afraid your 
highness will go to the House of Correction. 

Mel. Taunt on, sir; I spared you when you were un- 
armed — ^I am unarmed now. A man who has no excuse 
for crime is indeed defenceless I 

Damas. There's something fine in the rascal, after all! 

M. Deschap. Where is the impostor? — Are you thus 
shameless, traitor? Can you brave the presence of that 
girl's father? 

Mel. Strike me, if it please you — ^you are her father. 

Pauline. Sir — sir, for my sake; — whatever his guilt, he 
has acted nobly in atonement. 

Mme. Deschap. Nobly! Are you mad, girl? I have no 
patience with you — to disgrace all your family thus I— 
Nobly! Ob, you abominable, hardened, pitiful, mean, 
ugly villain! 

Damas. Ugly! Why, he was beautiful yesterday I 

Pauline. Madame, this is his roof, and he is my husband. 
Bespect your daughter, or let blame fall alone on her. 

Mme. Deschap. You — ^you — Oh, I'm choking. 

M. Deschap. Sir, it were idle to waste reproach upon a 
conscience like yours — ^you renounce all pretensions to the 
person of this lady ? 

Mel. I do. [Gives a paper."] Here is my consent to a 
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divorce — my full confession of the fraud which annuls the 
marriage. Your daughter has been foully wronged — ^I grant 
it, sir; but her own lips will tell you that, from the hour in 
which she crossed this threshold, I returned to my own 
station, and respected hers. Pure and inviolate, as when 
yestermorn you laid your hand upon her head, and blessed 
her, I yield her back to you. For myself — ^I deliver you 
forever from my presence. An outcast and a criminal, I 
seek some distant land, where I may mourn my sin, and 
pray for your daughter's peace. Farewell — farewell to you 
all, forever! 

Widow. Claude, Claude, you will not leave your poor 
old mother? She does not disown you in your sorrow — 
no, not even in your guilt. No divorce can separate a 
mother from her son. 

Pauline. This poor widow teaches me my duty. No, 
mother, — no, for you are now my mother also! — nor should 
any law, human or divine, separate the wife from her hus* 
band's sorrows. Claude— Claude — all is forgotten— forgiven 
— ^I am thine forever! 

Jdme. Deschap. What do I hear? — Come away, or never 
see my face again. 

M. Deachap. Pauline, we never betrayed you! — do you 
forsake us for him 7 

Pauline [going ha>ch to her father]. Oh, no— but you will 
forgive him too; we will live together — ^he shall be your 
son. 

i£. Deschap. Never! Cling to him and forsake your 
parents! His home shall be yours — his fortune yours — his 
fate yours: the wealth I have acquired by honest industry 
shall never enrich the dishonest man. 

Pauline. And you would have a wife enjoy luxury while 
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a husband toils! Claude, take me; thou canst not give me 
wealth, titles, station — but thou canst give me a true heart. 
I will work for thee, tend thee, bear with thee, and never, 
never shall these lips reproach thee for the past. 

Damas. I'll be hanged if I am not going to blubber! 

Mel. This is the heaviest blow of all! — ^What a heart I 
have wronged! — ^Do not fear me, sir; I am not all hardened 
— I will not rob her of a holier love than mine. Pauline! — 
angel of love and mercy ! — your memory shall lead me back 
to virtue! — The husband of a being so beautiful in her 
noble and sublime tenderness may be poor — may be low- 
born; — (there is no guilt in the decrees of Providence!) — 
but he should be one who can look thee in the face with- 
out a blush, — to whom thy love does not bring remorse, — 
who can fold thee to his heart, and say — ^^Eere there is 
no deceit!'' 1 am not that man! 

Damas [aside to Melnotte], Thou art a noble fellow, 
notwithstanding; and wouldst make an excelletit soldier. 
Serve in my regiment. I have had a letter from the Direc- 
tory — our young general takes the command of the army 
in Italy, — I am to join him at Marseilles, — I will depart 
this day, if thou wilt go with me. 

Met It is the favor I would have asked thee, if I dared. 
Place me wherever a foe is most dreaded, — wherever France 
most needs a life ! 

Damas. There shall not be a forlorn hope without thee! 

Mel. There is my hand! — mother, your blessing. I shall 
see you again, — a better man than a prince, — a man who 
has bought the right to high thoughts by brave deeds. > 
And thou! — ^thoul so wildly worshipped, so guiltily be- 
trayed, — all is not yet lost! — ^for thy memory, at least, must 
be mine till death I If I live, the name of him thou hast 
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once loved shall not rest dishonored; — ^if I fall, amidst the 
carnage and the roar of battle, my soul will fly back to 
thee, and love shall share with death my last sigh I — ^More 
— ^more would I speak to thee! — ^to pray! — to bless! But 
no; — ^When I am less unworthy I will utter it to Heaven! 
— I cannot trust myself to— [turning to Desohappklles] 
Your pardon, sir; they are my last words — Farewell! 

[Exit. 

Damas. I will go after him. — France will thank me for 
this. 

Pauline [starting from her father^ s arms]. Claude! — 
Claude! — my husband! 

M. Deschap, You have a father still 1 
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ACT V. 
Two years and a half from the date of Act IV. 

SCENE I. 
The Streets of Lyons, 

Enter First, Second and Third Officers. 

First Officer. Well, here we are at Lyons, with gallant old 
Damas: it is his native place. 

Second Officer. Yes; he has gained a step in the army 
since he was here last. The Lyonnese ought to be very 
proud of stout General Damas. 

Third Officer. Promotion is quick in the French army. 
This mysterious Morier, — the hero of Lodi, and the favor- 
ite of the commander-in-chief, — has risen to a colonel's rank 
in two years and a half. 

JEJnter Damas, as a General. 

Damas. Grood-morrow, gentlemen; 1 hope you will amuse 
yourselves during our short stay at Lyons. It is a fine city: 
improved since 1 left it. Ah! it is a pleasure to grow old, 
— ^when the years that bring decay to ourselves do but 
ripen the prosperity of our country. You have not met 
with Morier? 

First Officer. No: we were just speaking of him. 

Second Officer. Pray, general, can you tell us who this 
Morieir really is? 
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Dam<M. Is I — why a coloael in the French army. 

Third Officer. True. But what was he at first? 

Damas. At first? Why a baby in long clothes, I suppose. 

First Officer. Ha, ha I Ever facetious, general. 

Second Officer. \io Third] . The general is sore upon this 
point; you will only chafe him. — Any commands, general? 

Damas. None. Good-day to you. 

[Bxeunt Second and Third Officers. 

Damas. Our comrades are very inquisitive. Poor Morier 
is the subject of a vast deal of curiosity. 

First Offijcer. Say interest, rather, general. His constant 
melancholy, the loneliness of his habits, — his daring valor, 
his brilliant rise in the profession, — ^your friendship, and 
the favors of the commander-in-chief, — all tend to make 
him as much the matter of gossip as of admiration. But 
where is he, general ? I have missed him all the morning. 

Damas. Why, captain, I'll let you into a secret. My 
young friend has come with me to Lyons in hopes of 
finding a miracle. 

First Officer. A miracle! 

Damas. Yes, a miracle I in other words, — ^a constant 
woman. 

First Officer. Oh! an aflEair of love! 

Damas. Exactly so. No sooner did he enter Lyons than 
he waved his hand to me, threw himself from his horse, 
and is now, I warrant, asking every one who can know 
anything about the matter whether a certain lady is still 
true to a certain gentleman! 

First Officer. Success to him! and of that success there 
can be no doubt. The gallant Colonel Morier, the hero 
of Lodi, might make his choice out of the proudest fami- 
lies in France. 
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Damas. Oh, if pride be a recommendation, the lady and 
her mother are most handsomely endowed. By the way, 
captain, if you should chance to meet with Morier, tell 
him he will find me at the hotel. 

First Officer. I will, general. [jBSvt^. 

Damas. II ow will I go to the Deschappelles, and make 
a report to my young Colonel. Ha! by Mars, Bacchus, 
Apollo, Yirorum, — here comes Monsieur Beauseanti 

Enter Bbauseant. 

Oood*morrow, Monsieur Beauseanti How fares it with 
you? 

Beau. \aside\. Damas I this is unfortunate;— 'if the Italian 
campaign should have filled his pockets, he may seek to 
baffle me in the moment of my victory. [Ahud."] Your 
servant, general,—- for such, I think, is your new distinc- 
tion t Just arrived in Lyons? 

Damas. Not an hour ago. Well, how go on the Des- 
chappelles? Have they forgiven you in that afEair of 
young Melnotte? You had some hand in that notable 
device,— eh ? 

Beau. Why, less than you think for! The fellow im- 
posed upon me. I have set it all right now. What has 
become of him? He could not have j<nned the army, i^r 
all. Th^re is no such name in the books. 

Damas. I know nothing about Melnotte. As you say, 
I never heard the name in the Orand Army. 

Beau. Hem I — ^You are not married, general? 

Damas. Do I look like a married man, sir? — ^No, thank 
Heaven 1 My profession is to make widows, not wives. 

Beau. You must have gained smoh booty in Italy! 
Pauline will be your heiress— eh? 
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Damas. Booty! Not I! Heiress to what? Two trunks 
and a portmanteau, — ^four horses, — three swords, — ^two suits 
of regimentals, and six pair of white leather inexpressibles! 
A pretty fortune for a young lady ! 

Beau, \aside\. Then all is safe! [Aloud.'] Hal ha! Is 
that really all your capital. General Damas? Why, I 
thought Italy had been a second Mexico to you soldiers. 

Damas, All a toss-up, sir. I was not one of the lucky 
ones! My friend Morier, indeed, saved something hand- 
some. But our commander-in-chief took care of him, and 
Morier is a thrifty, economical dog, — not like the rest of 
us soldiers, who spend our money as carelessly as if it 
were our blood. 

Beau. Well, it is no matter! I do not want fortune with 
Pauline. And you must know, General Damas, that your 
lair cousin has at length consented to reward my long and 
ardent attachment. 

Damas, You! — the devil! Why, she is already married! 
There is no divorce! 

Beau, True; but this very day she is formally to author- 
ize the necessary proceedings, — this very day she is to sign 
the contract that is to make her mine within one week from 
the day on which her present illegal marriage is annulled. 

Damas. You tell me wonders! — ^Wonders! No; I be- 
lieve anything of women! 

Beau. I must wish you good-morning. 

[As he is goingy enter Deschappellbs. 

M. Deschap. Oh, Beauseant! well met. Let us come to 
the notary at once. 

Damas [to Deschap.'], Why, cousin! 

M. Deschap. Damas, welcome to Lyons. Pray call on us; 
my wife will be delighted to see you. 
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Damas. Your wife be — blessed for her oondescension I 
But [tahing him aside] what do I hear? Is it possible that 
your daughter has consented to a divorce?— that she will 
marry Monsieur Beauseant? 

M, Deschap. Certainly. What have you to say against 
it? A gentleman of birth, fortune, character. We are 
not so proud as we were; even my wife has had enough 
of nobility and princes 1 

Damas. But Pauline loved that young man so tenderly I 

M. Deschap. [taking snuff}. That was two years and a 
half ago I 

Damas. Very true. Poor Melnottel 

M. Deschap. But do not talk of that impostor; I hope he 
is dead or has left the country. Nay, even were he in Lyons 
at this moment, he ought to rejoice that, in an honorable 
and suitable alliance, my daughter may forget her suffer- 
ings and his crime. 

Damas. Nay, if it be all settled, I have no more to say. 
Monsieur Beauseant informs me that the contract is to be 
signed this very day. 

M. Deschap. It is; at one o'clock precisely. Will you be 
one of the witnesses? 

Damas. I? — ^No; that is to say— yes, certainly I — at one 
o'clock I will wait on you. 

M. Deschap. Till then, adien — Oome, Beauseant. 

[ExemU BsAUBBANT and Disohappbllss. * 
Damas. The man who sets his heart upon a woman 

Is a chameleon, and doth feed on air; 

From air he takes his colors— holds his life,—* 

Changes with every wind, — grows lean or fal| 

Bosy with hope, or green with jealooay. 

Or pallid with despair — just as the gale 
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Varies from North to South — ^from heat to cold! 
Oh, woman I woman! thou shouldst have few sins 
Of thine own to answer for! Thou art the author 
Of such a book of follies in a man, 
That it would need the tears of all the angels 
To blot the record out! 

Enter Melnotte, pale and agitated, 

1 need not tell thee! Thou hast heard — 

Mel The worsti 

I have! 

Damas, Be cheer'd; others are fair as she is! 

Mel Others! The world is crumbled at my feet! 
She was my world; filFd up the whole of being — 
Smiled in the sunshine — walk'd the glorious earth — 
Sate in my heart — was the sweet life of life. 
The Past was hers; I dreamt not of a Future 
That did not wear her shape! Mem'ry and Hope 
Alike are gone. Pauline is faithless! Henceforth 
The universal space is desolate! 

Damas. Hope yet. 

Mel Hope, yes! — one hope is left me still — 
A soldier's grave! Grlory has died with love. 
I look into my heart, and, where I saw 
Pauline, see Death ! 

[After a pause"], — ^But am I not deceived? 
1 went but by the rumor of the town; 
Eumor is false, — ^I was too hasty! Damas, 
Whom hast thou seen? 

Damas, Thy rival and her father. 

Arm thyself for the truth. — He heeds not — 

Mel She 
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Will never know how deeply she was loved! 

The charitable night, that wont to bring 

Oomfort to day, in bright and eloquent dreams, 

Is henceforth leagued with misery I Sleep, farewdl, 

Or else become eternal I Oh, the waking 

From false oblivion, and to see the sun, 

And know she is another's! 

Damas. Be a man I 

Mel. I am a man! — ^it is the sting of woe 
Like mine that tells us we are men! 

Damas. The false one 

Did not deserve thee. 

Mel. Hush! — ^No word against her I 

Why should she keep, through years and silent abeenoe^ 
The holy tablets of her virgin faith 
True to a traitor's name! Oh, blame her not; 
It were a sharper grief to think her worthless 
Than to be what I am! To-day, — to-day I 
They said "To-day!" This day, so wildly welcomed— 
This day, my soul had singled out of time 
And mark'd for bliss! This day! oh, could 1 see her, 
See her onee more unknown ; but hear her voice. 
So that one echo of its music might 
Make ruin less appalling in its silence. 

Damas. Easily done! Come with me to her house; 
Your dress — ^your cloak — ^muatache — ^the bronzed hues 
Of time and toil — ^the name you bear — belief 
In your absence, all will ward away suspicion. 
Keep in the shade. Ay, I would have you come. 
There may be hope ? Pauline is yet so young, 
They may have forced her to these second bridals 
Out of mistaken love. 
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Mel. No, bid me hope noil 

Bid me not hope! I eould not bear again 
To fall from such a heaven I One gleam of sunshine, 
And the ice breaks and I am lost I Oh, Damas, 
There's no such thing as courage in a man; 
The yeriest slave that ever crawl'd from danger 
Might spurn me now. When first I lost her, Damas, 
I bore it, did I not ? I still had hope, 
And now I — ^I [JBiMrsts into an agony of grief, 

Damas. What, comrade! all the women 

That ever smiled destruction on brave hearts 
Were not worth tears like these I 

Mel. 'Tis past — ^foiget it. 

I am prepared; life has no further ills! 
The cloud has broken in that stormy rain. 
And on the waste I stand, alone with Heaven. 

Damas. His very face is changed; a breaking heart 
Does its work soon! — Come, Melnotte, rouse thyself: 
One effort more. Again thouMt see her. 

MeL See herl 

There is a passion in that simple sentence 
That shivers all the pride and power of reason 
Into a chaos! 

Damas. Time wanes; — come, ere yet 

It be too late. 

Mel. Terrible words—'* Too late /" 
Lead on. One last look more, and then 

Damas. Forget herl 

Mel. Forget her! yes — For death remembers not. 

[JBxeunt. 
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SCENE n. 

A room in the house of Monsieur Deschappbllbs; 
Pauline, seated in great dejection. 

Pauline. It is so, then. I must be false to LoTOi 
Or sacrifice a father 1 Oh, my Claude, 
My lover, and my husband! Have I lived 
To pray that thou mayest find some fairer boon 
Than the deep faith of this devoted heart, — 
Nourished till now — now broken? 

Enter Monsieur Deschappbllbs. 

M, Deschap. My dear child, 

How shall I thank — how bless thee 7 Thou hast savedi 
I will not say my fortune — ^1 could bear 
Reverse, and shrink not — ^but that prouder wealth 
Which merchants value most — my name, my credit— 
The hard- won honors of a toilsome life: — 
These thou hast saved, my child I 

Pauline. Is there no hope ? 

No hope but this 7 

M. Deschap. None. If, without the sum 

Which Beauseant ofiers for thy hand, this day 
Sinks to the west — to-morrow brings our ruin! 
And hundreds, mingled in that ruin, curse 
The bankrupt merchant I and the insolvent herd 
We feasted and made merry cry in scorn, 
**How pride has fallen I — Loj the bankrupt merchant )** 
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Mj daughter! ihoa hast saved as I 

Pauline. And am lost! 

M. De9chap. Gome, let me hope that Beanseant's love— 

Pauline. His lovel 

Talk not of love. Love has no thought of self I 
Love buys not with the ruthless usurer's gold 
The loathsome prostitution of a hand 
Without a heart ? Love sacrifices all things 
To bless the thing it lovesl He knows not loy0» 
Father, his love is hate — his hope revei^el 
My tears, my anguish, my remorse for falsehood— 
These are the joys that he wrings from our despair! 

M. Deschap. If thou deem'st thus, reject himi Shame 
and ruin 
Were better than thy misery; — think no more on'i. 
My sand is wellnigh run — what boots it when 
The glass is broken? We'll annul the contract: 
And if to-morrow in the prisoner's cell 
These aged limbs are laid, why still, my child, 
I'll think thou art spared; and wait the Liberal Hour 
That lays the beggar by the side of kings! 

Pauline. No — no — forgive me I You, my honor'd father, — 
You, who so loved, so cherish'd me, whose lips 
Never knew one harsh word I I'm not ungrateful; 
I am but human I — hush I Ncw^ call the bridegioomr— 
You see I am prepared — no tears— all oalm; 
But, father, talk no more of love I 

M. Deechap. My child, 

Tis but one^struggle; he is young, rich, noble; 
Thy state will rank first 'mid the dames of Lyons; 
And when this heart can shelter thee no more, 
Thy youth ¥rill not be guardianless. 
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Pauline. I have set 

My foot upon the plowshare— I wUl pass 
The fiery ordeal. [Aaide.l Merciful Heayen, support met 
And on the absent wanderer shed the light 
Of happier stars — lost evermore to me I 

Enter MADAMB DbSOHAPPBLLBS, BbAUSBANT, OIiAVIS, 

and Notary. 

Mme. Deschap. Why, Pauline, you are quite in dSshahille 
*— you ought to be more alive to the importance of this 
joyful occasion. We had once looked higher, it is true; 
but you see, after all. Monsieur Beauseant's father tvas a 
Marquis, and that's a great comfort. Pedigree and joint- 
ure! — ^you have them both in Monsieur Beauseant. A 
young lady decorously brought up should only have two 
considerations in her choice of a husband; first, is his 
birth honorable? secondly, will his death be advanta« 
geous? All other trifling details should be left to parental 
anxiety. 

Jieau. [approaching and waving aside Madame]. Ah, Pau- 
line ! let me hope that you are reconciled to an event whiph 
confers such rapture upon me. 

Pauline. I am reconciled to my doom. 

Beau, Doom is a harsh word, sweet lady. 

Pauline [aside]. This man must have some mercy — ^his 
heart cannot be marble. [Aloud.] Oh, sir, be just — be 
generous! Seize a noble triumph — a great revenge! Save 
the father, and spare the child. 

£eau. [aside], Joy — joy alike to my hatred and my pas- 
sion! The haughty Pauline is at last my suppliant. 
[Aloud.] You ask from me what I have not the sublime 
virtue to grant — a virtue reserved only for the gardener's 
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son! I oannot forego my hopes in the moment of their 
fulfilment! I adhere to the contract — your father's nun 
OT your hand. 
Pauline. Then all is over. Sir, I have decided. 

IThe clock ainksB am. 

Enter Dahas and Mblnottb. 

Damas. Your servant, Cousin Deschappelles. Let me 
introduce Colonel Mori^. 

Mme. Veschap. [curtesying very loto]. What, the celebrated 
hero? This is, indeed, an honor I 

[Melkottb bawe^ and remains in the haekgreund. 

Danias [to PauUne]. My little cousin, 1 congratulate you. 
What, no smile — no blush? Ton are going to be divorced 
from poor Melnotte, and marry this rich gentleman. You 
ought to be excessively happy! 

Pauline. Happy! 

Damae. Why, how pale you are, child! — ^Poor Paulinel 
Hist — confide in me I Do they force you to this? 

Pauline. No! 

Damae. You act with your own free consent? 

Pauline. My own consent — yes. 

Vamas. Then you are the most — I will not say what 
you are, 

Pauline. You think ill of me— be it so — yet if you 
knew all 

Lamas. There is some mystery — speak out, Pauline. 

Pauline \8uddenly\. Oh, perhaps you can save me! you 
are our relation—- our friend. My father is on the verge 
of bankruptcy — this day he requires a large sum to meet 
demands that cannot be denied; that sum Beauseant will 
advance — ^this hand the condition of Uie barter. Save mm 
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if you have the means— Bare me I You will be repaid 
above I 

Damaa. [aside]. I recant — ^Women are not so bad after 
all! [Ahud.] Humph, child I I cannot help you — ^I am 
too poor. 

Pauline. The last plank to which I clung is shivered. 

Damas. Hold — you see my friend Morier: Melnotte is 
his most intimate friend — ^fought in the same fields—slept 
in the same tent. Have you any message to send to Mel- 
notte? any word to soften this blow? 

Pauline. He knows Melnotte — he will see him — he will 
bear to him my last farewell — [approaches Melnotte] — 
He has a stern air — he turns away from me — ^he despises 
met — Sir, one word, I beseech you. 

Mel. Her voice again 1 How the old time comes o*er 
me! 

Damas [to Madame]. Don't interrupt them. He is going 
to tell her what a rascal young Melnotte is; he knows him 
well, I promise you. 

Mme. Deschap. So considerate in you, Cousin Damas I 
[Damas approaches Deschappelles; converses apart 
with him in dumb 5Aoi(;—D ESCHAPPELLES shows 
him a paper^ which he inspects and takes. 

Pauline. Thrice have I sought to speak; my courage 
fails me. — 
Sir, is it true that you have known— nay, are 
The friend of — Melnotte? 

Mel. Lady, yes! — Myself 

And misery know the man 1 

Pauline. And you will see him, 

And you will bear to him — ay — word for word, 
All that this heart, which breaks in parting from him. 
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Would send, ere still forever? 

Mel. He hath told me 

You have the right to choose from out the world 
A worthier bridegroom; — he foregoes all claim, 
Even to murmur at his doom. Speak on! 

Pauline. Tell him, for years I never nursed a thought 
That was not his; — that on his wandering way. 
Daily and nightly, pour'd a mourner's prayers. 
Tell him ev'n now that 1 would rather share 
His lowliest lot, — walk by his side, an outcast, — 
Work for him, beg with him, — live upon the light 
Of one kind smile from him, — than wear the crown 
The Bourbon lostl 

Mel. [aside']. Am 1 already mad? 

And does delirium utter such sweet words 
Into a dreamer's ear? [Aloud.] You love him thus. 
And yet desert him ? 

Pauline. Say, that, if his eye 

Could read this heart, — ^its struggles, its temptations, — 
His love itself would pardon that desertion I 
Look on that poor old man, — ^he is my father; 
He stands upon the verge of an abyss! — 
He calb his child to save him! Shall I shrink 
From him who gave me birth ? — withhold my hand. 
And see a parent perish ? Tell him this, 
And say — that we shall meet again in Heaven! 

Mel. Lady — I — I — what is this riddle? — what 
The nature of this sacrifice? 

Pauline [pointing to Damas]. Go, ask him! 

Beau, [from the table]. The papers are prepared — we only 
need 
Your hand and seal. 
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Mel. Staji lady— one w<Nrd moie. 

Were bat jonnt duty with your faith united, 
Would you still share the low-born peasant's lot? 

Pauline. Would I? Ah, better death with him 1 love 
Than all the pomp— which is but as the flowers 
That crown the victim! — ITurning away.] I am ready. 

[MsLN0TT£ ruahea to Damas. 

Damas. There — 

This is the schedule — this the total. 

Beau, [to DsscHAPPELLES, shoiving notes}. These 
Are yours the instant she has sign'd; you are 
Still the great House of Lyons I 

ITTie Notary is ahout to hand the contract to Faulinb, 
when Melnottb eeizee it and tears iL 

Beau. Are you mad? 

M. Deachap. How, sirl What means this insult? 

Mel. Peaoe, old man! 

I have a prior claim. Before the face 
Of man and Heaven I urge it; I outbid 
Yon sordid huckster for your priceless jewel. 

[Oiving a pockei-iook. 
There is the sum twice told I Blush not to take it: 
There's not a coin that is not bought and hallow'd 
In the cause of nations with a soldier's blood! 

Beau. Torments and death I 

Pauline. That voice! Thou art— 

Mel. ^ Thy husband! 

[Pauline rushes into ki$ arms. 
Look up! Look up, Pauline! — ^for I can bear 
Thine eyesl The stain is blotted from my name. 
I have redeem'd mine honor. I can call 
On France to sanction thy divine forgiveness! 
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Oh, joy! — ^Oh, rapture! By the midnight watch-fires 
Thus have I seen theel thus foretold this hour I 
And 'midst the roar of battle, thus have heard 
The beating of thy heart against my own! 

Beau. Fool'd, duped, and triumph'd over in the hour 
Of mine own victory! Curses on ye both! 
May thorns be planted in the marriage-bed! 
And love grow sour'd and blacken'd into hate 
Such as the hate that gnaws me! 

Damas. Curse away; 

And let me tell thee, Beauseant, a wise proverb 
The Arabs have— '*Curses are like young chickens, 
[/Solemnly.'] And still come home to roost!" 

Beau, Their happiness 

Maddens my soul! I am powerless and revengelessi 

[To Madame. 
I wish you joy! Ha! ha! the gardener's son! [Exit. 

Damas [to Glavis]. Your friend intends to hang himself I 
Methinks 
You ought to be his travelling companion! 

Gla, Sir, you are exceedingly obliging! [Exit. 

Pauline. Oh, 

My father, you are saved, — and by my husband! 
Ah, blessed hour! 

Mel. Yet you weep still, Pauline. 

Pauline. But on thy breast! — these tears are sweet and 
holy! 

M. Deschap. You have won love and honor nobly, sir! 
Take her; — be happy both! 

J/me. Deschap. I'm all astonish'dl 

Who, then, is Colonel Morier ? 

Damas. You behold him I 
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Mel. Morier no more after this happy dayl 
I woald not bear again my father's name 
Till I could deem it spotless 1 The hour's come! 
Heaven smiled on conscience I As the soldier rose 
From rank to rank, how sacred was the fame 
That cancell'd crime, and raised him nearer thee I 

Mtne. Deschap. A Colonel and a hero I Well| that's some- 
thing! 
He's wondrously improved 1 I wish yon joy, sirl 

Mel. Ah I the same love that tempts us into sin, 
If it be true love, works out its redempticm; 
And he who seeks repentance for the Past 
Should woo the Angel Virtue in the Future. 
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^*Le Gomte de Soissons, et le Dno de Bouillon, avaient 
une bonne arm^e, et ils savaient la conduire; et pour plus 
grande siiret^, tandis que cette arm^e devait s'avancer, on 
devait, assassiner le Cardinal et faire soulever Paris. . . 
Les Conjur^ faisaient un traits avec TEspagne pour intro- 
duire des troupes en France, et pour y mettre tout en con- 
fusion dans une R^gence qu'on croyait prochaine, et dont 
chacun esp^rait profiter. . . Bichelieu avait perdu toute sa 
faveur, et ne conservait que I'ayantage d'etre n^essaire. 
Le bonheur du Cardinal voulut encore que le complot f ut 
d^couvert, et qu'une copie du traits lui tombat entre les 
mains." — Voltaire^ Hist Gen. 
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PREFACE 

Thb administration of Cardinal Eichelieu, whom (despite 
all his darker qualities) Voltaire and history justly consider 
the true architect of the French monarchy, and the great 
parent of French civilization, is characterized by features 
alike tragic and comic. A weak king — an ambitious favor- 
ite; a despicable conspiracy against the minister, nearly 
always associated with a dangerous treason against the 
State— these, with little variety of names and dates, con- 
stitute the eventful cycle through which, with a dazzling 
ease, and an arrogant confidence, the great luminary ful- 
filled its destinies. Blent together, in startling contrast, we 
see the grandest achievements and the pettiest agents; — 
the spy — the mistress — the Capuchin; — ^the destruction of 
feudalism; — the humiliation of Austria; — the dismember- 
ment of Spain. 

Richelieu himself is still what he was in his own day — 
a man of two characters. If, on the one hand, he is justly 
represented as inflexible and vindictive, crafty and un- 
scrupulous; so, on the other, it cannot be denied that ho 

was placed in times in which the long impunity of every 

(195) 
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license required stern examples — that he was beset by 
perils and intrigues, which gave a certain excuse to the 
subtlest inventions of self-defence — that his ambition was 
inseparably connected with a passionate love for the glory 
of his country — and that, if he was her dictator, he was 
not less her benefactor. It has been fairly remarked, by 
the most impartial historians, that he was no less generous 
to merit than severe to crime — that, in the various depart- 
ments of the State, the Army, the Church, he selected and 
distinguished the ablest aspirants — that the wars which he 
conducted were, for the most part, essential to the preser- 
vation of France, and Europe itself, from the formidable 
encroachments of the Austrian House — that, in spite of 
those wars, the people were not oppressed with exorbitant 
imposts — and that he left the kingdom he had governed in 
a more flourishing and vigorous state than at any former 
period of the French history, or at the decease of Louis 
XIV. 

The cabals formed against this great statesman were not 
carried on by the patriotism of public virtue, or the emu- 
lation of equal talent: they were but court struggles, in 
which the most worthless agents had recourse to the most 
desperate means. In each, as 1 have before observed, we 
see combined the twofold attempt to murder the minister, 
and to betray the country. Such, then, are the agents, and 
such the designs with which trCbn, la ine drama as in 
history, requires us to contrast the celebrated Cardinal; — 
not disguising his foibles or his vices, but not unjust to the 



Digitized by 



Google 



FEEFAGB 197 

gmnder qoalitieB (espeoially the love of ooontry) by which 
they were often dignified, and, at times, redeemed. 

The historical drama is the concentration of historical 
events. In the attempt to place upon the stage the picture 
of an era, that license with dates and details, which Poetry 
permits, and which the highest authorities in the Drama 
of France herself have sanctioned, has been, though not 
unsparingly, indulged. The conspiracy of the Due de 
Bouillon is, for instance, amalgamated with the denoue- 
ment of The Day of Bupes;^ and circumstances connected 
with the treason of Cinq Mars (whose brilliant youth and 
gloomy catastrophe tend to subvert poetic and historic 
jastice, by seducing us to forget his base ingratitude and 
his perfidious apostasy) are identified with the fate of the 
earlier favorite Baradas,* whose sudden rise and as sudden 
fall passed into a proverb. I ought to add, that the noble 
romance of ^^Ginq Mars" suggested one of the scenes in the 
fifth act; and that for the conception of some portion of 

> **Le Oardinalse croit perdu, ei prepare sa retiaite. Ses amis lai oonseil- 
lent de tenter enfin auprds du Boi un nouvel effort. Le Cardinal ya trouver 
le Boi i Versailles. Le Boi, qui avait sacrifl^ son ministre par faibiesse, se 
remit par faiblesse entre ses mains, et il lui abandonne oeux qui I'ayaient 
perdu. Oe jour qui est encore i present appell^ La Joum^ des Dupes, fut 
celui du pouToir absolu du Cardinal." — VoUaire, Hist. Oen, 

' *'En six mois il (le Boi) fit (Baradas) premier Ecuyer, premier Gentil- 
homme de la Cliambre, Oapitaine de St Germain, et Lieutenant de Boi, en 
Champagne. En moins de temps encore, on lui 6ta tout, et des d^ris de sa 
grandeur, k peine lui resta-t-il de quoi payer ses dettes: de sorte que pour 
signifier une grande fortune dissip^ aussi qu'acquise on disait en oommun 
pro verbe, Fortune de Baradas." — AnquetU, 
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the intrigue connected with De Mauprat and Julie, I am, 
with great alterations of incident, and considerable if not 
entire reconstruction of character, indebted to an early and 
admirable novel by the author of "Picciola.** * 

London, March, 18S9, 

> It may be as well, howeTer, to caution the English reader against some 
of the impressions which the eloquence of both the writers I refer to are 
calculated to leave. They have exaggerated the more evil, and have kept out 
of sight the nobler qualities of the Cardinal. 
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NOTE 

The length of the play necessarily requires curtailments 
on the stage — the principal of which are inclosed within 
brackets. Many of the passages thus omitted, however 
immaterial to the audience, must obviously be such as the 
reader would be least inclined to dispense with; viz., those 
which, without being absolutely essential to the business of 
the stage, contain either the subtler strokes of character, . 
or the more poetical embellishments of description. An 
important consequence of these suppressions is, that Biche- 
lieu himself is left, too often and too unrelievedly, to posi- 
tions which place him in an amiable light, without that 
shadowing forth of his more sinister motives and his 
fiercer qualities which is attempted in the written play. 
Thus, the character takes a degree of credit due only to 
the situation. To judge the author's conception of Riche- 
lieu fairly, and to estimate how far it is consistent with 
historical portraiture, the play must be read. 
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TO 
THE MARQUIS OF LANSDOWNE, K.G., 

ETC., ETC., 

THIS DRAMA 

IS INSCRIBED 

IN TRIBUTE TO THE TALENTS WHICH COMMAND, AND 
THE QUALITIES WHICH ENDEAR, RESPECT 
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DRAMATIS PERSON/E 

Louis the Thirteenth . . . Me. Elton 
Gaston, Duke of Orleans, brother , ^^ j^^^^^^,^ 

to Louis XIII. . . . . 3 
Baradas, favorite of the King, First ^ 

Gentleman of the Chamber j Premier r Mr. Warde. 

Ecuyer, etc, ) 

Cardinal Eiohblieu . . . Mr. Macready. 
The Chevalier de Mauprat . Mr. Anderson. 
The Sieur de Beringhen, in at- \ 

tendance on the King, ^ one of the > Mr. ViNlNG. 

Conspirators , , . . . ) 
Joseph, a Capuchin, Richelieu^s con- \ ^ p 

fidant [ * ' 

HuGUET, an officer of Richelieu^ s ) ,, i-i -r^ 
r 17^ ^ cr ^ Mr. G. Bennett. 

household guard — a JSpy . . ) 

FRANgois, First Page to Bichelie^ . Mr. Howe. 

First Courtier .... Mr. C. J. Smith. 

Captain of the Archers . . Mr. T. Matthews. 

First Secretary of State . . Mr. Tilbury. 

Second Secretary of State . Mr. Yarnold. 

Third Secretary of State . . Mr. W. H. Payne. 

Governor of the Bastile . . Mr. Waldron. 

Courtiers, Pages, Conspirators, Officers, Soldiers, etc. 

Julie de Mortemar, an Orphan, ) xr tt ^ 

, ^ „. , ,. ' ^ ^ y Miss Helen Faucit. 

ward to Michelieu . . . . ) 

Marion de Lorme, Mistress to Or- ) , , ^ 
7 1. ^ • D- 1 7- » \ Miss Charles. 

leans, out m Micheheu s pay .. . ) 

Page TO Baradas .... Miss E. Phillips. 

First performed on Thursday, the 7th of March, 1889, 
at Covent Garden Theatre. 

* Properly speaking, the King's First Valet de Chambre — ^a post of great 
importance at that time. 

(203) 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



RICHELIEU, Or THE CONSPIRACY 



ACT I. 

FIRSTDAY. 

SCENE I. — A room in the house of Marion db Lorhb; 
a table toward the front of the stage {with wine^ fruits^ etc.) at 
which are seated Baradas, Four Courtiers, splendidly dressed 
in the costume of 161i>l-J^; — the DuKE OF Orleans reclining 
on a large fauteuil; — Marion de Lormb, standing at the back 
of his chair, offers him a goblet, and then retires. At another 
table, Db Bbringhen, De Mauprat, playing at dice ; other 
Courtiers, of inferior rank to those at the table of the Duke, 
looking on. 

Orle. [drinking]. Here's to our enterprise. 

Bar. [glancing at Marion], Hush, sirl 

Orle. [aside]. Nay, Count, 

You may trust her; she dotes on me; no house 

So safe as Marion's. ' [At our statelier homes 

The very walls do play the eavesdropper. 

There's not a sunbeam creeping o'er our floors 

But seems a glance from that malignant eye 

Which reigns o'er France; our fatal greatness lives 

In the sharp glare of one relentless day. 



' The passages inclosed in brackets are omitted in representation. 

(206) 
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But Eichelieu's self forgets to fear the sword 
The myrtle hides; and Marion's silken robe 
Casts its kind charity o'er fiercer sins 
Than those which haunt the rosy path between 
The lip and eye of beauty. — Oh, no house 
So safe as Marion's.] 

Bar. Still, we have a secret. 

And oil and water — woman and a secret — 
Are hostile properties. 

Orle. Well — Marion, see 

How the play prospers yonder. 

[Marion goes to the next table, looks on for a few mo- 
ments, then exit. 

Bar. [prodiccing a parchment], I have now 
All the conditions drawn; it only needs 
Our signatures: upon receipt of this 
(Whereto is join'd the schedule of our treaty 
With the Count-Duke,* the Richelieu of the Escurial) 
Bouillon will join his army with the Spaniard, 
March on to Paris, — there, dethrone the King: 
You will be Regent; 1, and ye, my Lords, 
Form the new Council. So much for the core 
Of our great scheme. 

Orle. But Richelieu is an Argus; 

One of his hundred eyes will light upon us. 
And then — ^good-by to life. 

Bar. To gain the prize 

We must destroy the Argus: — ay, my Lords, 
The scroll the core, but blood must fill the veins, 
Of our design ; — while this despatch'd to Bouillon, 

1 Olivares, Minister of Spain. 
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Bicheliea deepatch'd to heaven! — The last my ohaige. 

Meet here to-morrow night. Toil, sir, as first 

In honor and in hope, meanwhile select 

Some trusty knave to bear the scroll to Bouillon; 

Midst Bicheliea 's foes III find some desperate hand 

To strike for vengeance, while we stride to pow^. 

Orle. So be it; — to-morrow, midnight. 0om6| my 
Lords. 

[Exeunt Oblsaks, and ^Courtiers in hia train. I%a$e 
at the other table rise, salute 0rlsaN8| and reaaai 
themselves. 

De Ber. Double the stakes. 

J)e Mau. Done. 

De Ber. Bravo; faith, it shames me 

To bleed a purse already in extremis. 

Be Mau. Nay, as you've had the patient to yourself 
So long, no other doctor should despatch it 

[Ds Mauprat throws and loses. 

Omnes. Lost! Ha, ha I — ^poor De Mauprat! 

De Ber. One throw more? 

De Mau, No; I am bankrupt [pushing gold]. There goes 
all — except 
My honor and my sword. [They rise. 

De Ber. Long cloaks and honor 

Went out of vogue together, when we found 
We got on much more rapidly without them; 
The sword, indeed, 13 never out of fashion, — 
The devil has care of that. 

First Gamester. Ay, take the sword 

To Cardinal Bicheliea: — ^he gives gold for steel, 
When worn by brave men. 

De Mau. Bicheliea I 
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De Ber. [to Baradas]. At that name 

He changes color, bites his nether lip. 
Ev'n in his brightest moments whisper *'Bichelieu," 
And 70a cloud all his sunshine. 

Bar. I have mark'd it, 

And I will learn the wherefore. 

De Mau. The Egyptian 

Dissolved her richest jewel in a draught: 
Would I could so melt time and all its treasures, 
And drain it thus. [Drinking. 

De Ber. Come, gentlemen, what say ye,. 

A walk on the parade? 

Omnes. Ay; come, De Mauprat. 

De Mau. Pardon me; we shall meet again ere nightfall. 

Bar. I'll stay and comfort Mauprat. 

De Ber. Comfort! — when 

We gallant fellows have run out a friend, 
There's nothing left — except to run him through I 
There's the last act of friendship. 

De Mau. Let me keep 

Tfuit favor in reserve; in all beside 
Your most obedient servant. 

[Eooeunt Db Bbringhen, etc. Mannet De Mauprat 
and Baradas. 

Bar. You have lost — 

You are not sad. 

De Mau. Sad ! — Life and gold have wings. 

And must fly one day; open, then, their cages 
And wish them merry. 

Bar. You're a strange enigma: — 

Fiery in war — and yet to glory lukewarm; 
All mirth in action — in repose all gloom — 
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These are extremes in which the uncomtcioiis heart 

Betrays the fever of deep-Ax'd disease. 

Confide in me! our young days roU'd together 

In the same river, glassing the same stars 

That smile i' the heaven of hope; — alike we made 

Bright- wingdd steeds of our unform'd chimeras, ' 

Sparring the fancies upward to the air, 

Wherein we shaped fair castles from the cloud. 

Fortune of late has severed us — and led 

Me to the rank of Courtier, Count and Favorite,— 

Tou to the titles of the wildest gallant 

And bravest knight in France; — are you content? 

No; — trust in me — some gloomy secret 

De Mau. Ay:— 

A secret that doth haunt me, as, of old, 
Men were possess'd of fiends! — where'er I turn. 
The grave yawns dark before me! — I wiU trust you;— 
Hating the Cardinal, and beguiled by Orleans, 
You know I join'd the Languedoc revolt — 
Was captured — sent to the Bastile 

Bar. But shared 

The general pardon, which the Duke of Orleans 
Won for himself and all in the revolt, 
Who but obeyed his orders. 

De Mau. Note the phrase;— 

" Obeyed his orders.^ ^ Well, when on my way 
To join the Duke in Languedoc, 1 (then 
The down upon my lip — ^less man than boy) 
Leading young valors — reckless as myself, 
Seized on the town of Faviaux, and displaced 
The royal banners for the rebel. Orleans 
(Never too daring), when I reach'd the camp, 
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Blamed me for acting — mark — without his orders: 
Upon this quibble Bichelieu razed my name 
Out of the general pardon. 

Bar. Yet released you 

From the Bastile 

J)e Mau, To call me to his presence, 

And thus address me: — '*You have seized a town 
Of France, without the orders of your leader, 
And for this treason, but one sentence — Death." 

Bar. Death! 

De Mau. '*! have pity on your youth and birth, 

Nor wish to glut the headsman; — ^join your troop, 
Now on the march against the Spaniards; — change 
The traitor's scaifold for the soldier's grave; 
Your memory stainless — they who shared your crime 
Exiled or dead — your king shall never learn it.'* 

Bar. O tender pity! — O most charming prospect! 
Blown into atoms by a bomb, or drill'd 
Into a cullender by gunshot! — Well? — 

De Mau. You have heard if I fought bravely. — ^Death 
became 
Desired as Daphne by the eager Daygod. 
Like him I chased the nymph — to grasp the laurel! 
I could not die! 

Bar. Poor fellow! 

De Mau. When the Cardinal 

Eeview'd the troops — his eye met mine; — he frown'd, 
Summon'd me forth — *'How's this!" quoth he; '*you have 

shunn'd 
The sword — beware the axe! — 'twill fall one day!" 
He left me thus — we were recall 'd to Paris, 
And — ^you know all I 
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Bar. And, knowing this, why halt you, 

Speird by the rattlesnake, — while in the breasts 
Of your firm friends beat hearts, that vow the death 
Of your grim tyrant? — Wake! — Be one of us; 
The time invites — the king detests the Cardinal, 
Dares not disgrace — ^but.groans to be delivered 
Of that too great a subject — join your friends. 
Free France, and save yourself. 

De Man, Hush ! Eichelieu bears 

A charmM life; — to all, who have braved his power, 
One common end — the block. 

Bar. Nay, if he live, 

The block your doom ; — 

De Man. Better the victim, Count, 

Than the assassin. — France requires a Eichelieu, 
But does not need a Mauprat. Truce to this; — 
All time one midnight, where my thoughts are spectres, 
"What to my fame? — What love? — 

Bar. Yet dost thou love noif 

De Mau. Love ? — 1 ami young 

Bar. And Julie fair! \Aside.'] It is so. 

XJpon the margin of the grave — his hand 
Would pluck the rose that I would win and wear! 
[Ahud.^ [Thoulov'st— 

De Mau. Who, lonely in the midnight tent, 

Gazed on the watch-fires in the sleepless air, 
Nor chose one star amidst the clustering hosts 
To bless it in the name of some fair face 
Set in his spirit, as that star in Heaven ? 
For our divine affections, like the spheres, 
Move over, ever musical. 

Bar. You speak 
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As one who fed on poetry. 

De Mau. Why, man, 

The thoughts of levers stir with poetry 
As leaves with summer-wind. — The heart that lores 
Dwells in an Eden, hearing angel-lutes, 
As Eve in the First Garden. Hast thou seen 
My Julie, and not felt it henceforth dull 
To live in the common world — and talk in words 
That clothe the feelings of the frigid herd? 
Upon the perfumed pillow of her lips — 
As on his native bed of roses flushed 
With Paphian skies — ^Love smiling sleeps: — Her voice 
The blest interpreter of thoughts as pure 
As virgin wells where Dian takes delight, 
Or fairies dip their changelings 1 — ^In the maze 
Of her harmonious beauties — Modesty 
(Like some severer grace that leads the choir 
Of her sweet sisters) every airy motion 
Attunes to such chaste charm, that Passion holds 
His burning breath, and will not with a sigh 
Dissolve the spell that binds him I — Oh those eyes 
That woo the earth — shadowing more soul than lurks 
Under the lids of Psyche! — Go! — thy lip 
Curls at the purfled phrases of a lover — 
Love thou, and if thy love be deep as mine, 
Thou wilt not laugh at poets. 

Bar. [aside]. With each word 

Thou wak^st a jealous demon in my heart. 
And my hand clutches at my hilt. — 

De Mau. [gayly]. Ko morel — 

1 love! — Your breast holds both my secrets! — Never 
Unbury either! — Come, while yet we may. 
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We'll bask us in the nooa of rosy life: — 
Lounge through the gardens, — flaunt it in the taverns, — 
Laugh, — game, — drink, — feast: — If so confined my days, 
Faith, I'll inclose the knights. — Pshaw! not so grave; 
I*m a true Frenchman! — Vive la bagatelle/ 

[As they are going out, enter HuGUET and four 
Arquebusiers. 

Hug, Messire De Mauprat, — I arrest you! — Follow 
To the Lord Cardinal. 

De Mau, You see, my friend, 

I'm out of ray suspense! — the tiger's play'd 
Long enough with his prey. — Farewell! — Hereafter 
Say, when men name me, *'Adrien de Mauprat 
Lived without hope, and perish'd without fear!'' 

\Exeunt De Mauprat, Hugubt, etc. 

Bar. Farewell! — ^I trust fore ver ! I design 'd thee 
For Eichelieu's murderer — but, as well his martyr! 
In childhood you the stronger — and I cursed you; 
In youth the fairer — and I cursed you still; 
And now my rival! — ^While the name of Julie 
Hung on thy lips— I smiled — for then I saw, 
In my mind's eye, the cold and grinning Death 
Hang o'er thy head the pall! — Ambition, Love, 
Ye twin-born stars of daring destinies, 
Sit in my house of Life! — By the king's aid 
I will be Julie's husband — in despite 
Of my Lord Cardinal! — by the king's aid 
I will be minister of France — in spite 
Of my Lord Cardinal! — And then— what then? 
The king loves Julie — feeble prince — false master — 

[P'Toducing and gazing on the parchment 
Then, by the aid of Bouillon, and the Spaniard, 
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I will dethrone the king; and all — ^hal — ha I — 

All, in despite of my Lord Cardinal I [JExit. 



SCENE II. 

A room in the Palais Cardinal, the walls hung with arras. 
A large screen in one corner. A table covered with books, 
papers, etc. A rude clock in a recess. Busts, statues, book- 
cases j weapons of different periods and banners suspended over 
KlOHBLlEU's chair. 

BiGHELiEU and Joseph. 

Bich. And so yon think this new conspiracy 

The craftiest trap yet laid for the old fox? 

Fox!— Well, I like the nickname! What did Plutarch 
Say of the Greek Lysander? 

Joseph. ' I forget. 

Bich. That where the lion's skin fell short, he eked it 
Out with the fox's! A great statesman, Joseph, 
That same Lysander! 

Joseph. Orleans heads the traitors. 

Bich. A very wooden head, then! Well? 

Joseph. The favorite, 

Count Baradas — 

Bich. A weed of hasty growth ; 

First gentleman of the chamber — titles, lands, 
And the king's earl— It cost me six long winters 
To mount as high, as in six little moons 

This painted lizard But I hold the laddeir 

And when I shake— he falls! What more? 

Joseph. A scheme 
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To make your orphan- ward an instrument 

To aid your foes. You placed her with the queen, 

One of the royal chamber, — as a watch 

I' th' enemy's quarters — 

Bich. And the silly child 

"Visits me daily,— calls me '* Father," — prays 
Kind Heaven to bless me — And for all the rest 
As well have placed a doll about the queen! 
She does not heed who frowns — who smiles; with whom 
The king confers in whispers; notes not when 
Men who last week were foes, are found in corners 
Mysteriously affectionate; words spoken 
Within closed doors she never hears; — ^by chance 
Taking the air at keyholes — Senseless puppet! 
No ears — nor eyes! — and yet she says, "She loves me!" 
Go on 

Joseph. Your ward has charm'd the king 



Rich. Out on you! 

Have I not, one by one, from such fair shoots 
Pluck'd the insidious ivy of his love? 
And shall it creep around my blossoming tree 
Where innocent, thoughts, like happy birds, make music 
That spirits in Heaven might hear? They're sinful, too, 
Those passionate surfeits of the rampant flesh. 
The Church condemns them; and to us, my Joseph, 
The props and pillars of the Church, most hurtful. 
The king is weak — whoever the king loves 
Must rule the king; the lady loves another. 
The other rules the lady — thus we're balk'd 
Of our own proper sway — The king must have 
Ko goddess but the State: — the State — that's Richelieu! 

Joseph. This not the worst; — ^Louis, in all decorous, 



Digitized by 



Google 



BULWEB'S DRAMATIC WORKS [MM g 

And deeming you her least compliant guardian. 
Would veil his suit by marriage with his mini<m| 
Tour prosperous foe, Count BaradasI 

Bich. Hal hal 

I have another bride for Baradas. 

Joseph. You, my Lord ? 

Bich. Ay — ^more faithful than the love 

Of fickle woman: — when the head lies lowliest. 
Clasping him fondest; — Sorrow never knew 
So sure a soother, — and her bed is stainless I 

Joseph [cuide]. If of the grave he speaks, I do not wonder 
That priests are bachAorsI 

Bnter FBAN90IS. 

Fran. Mademoiselle de Mortemar. 

Bich. Most opportune— admit her. [Eocit FBAK901S. 

In my closet 
You'll find a rosary, Joseph; ere you tell 
Three hundred beads, I'll summon you. Stay, Joseph; — 
I did omit an Ave in my matins, — 
A grievous fault; — atone it for me, Joseph; 
There is a scourge within; I am weak, you strong. 
It were but charity to take my sin 
On such broad shoulders. Exercise is healthful. 

Joseph. II guilty of such criminal presumption 
As to mistake myself for you — ^No, never! 
Think it not! [Aside.] Troth, a pleasant invitation I 

[Exit Joseph. 
Enter Julie de Mobtehar. 

Bich. That's my sweet Julie! — why, upon this face 
Blushes such daybreak, one might swear the morning 
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Were come to visit Tithoiu 

Julie [^placing hendfat ki$/e^]. Are yon graoiooB? — 
May I say **Father?" 

Bich. Now and everl 

Julie. Father I 

A sweet word to an orphan. 

Bich. No; not orphan 

While Eichelieu lives; thy father loved me well; 
My friend, ere I had flatterers (now, I'm great, 
In other phrase, I'm friendless) — he died young 
In years, not service, and bequeathed thee to me; 
And thou shalt have a dowry, girl, to buy 
Thy mate amidst the mightiest. Drooping? — sighs? 
Art thou not happy at the court? 

Julie. Not often. 

Bich. [aside]. Can she love Baradas? — Ah! at thy heart 
There's what can smile and sigh, blush and grow pale, 
All in a breath? Thou art admired — art young; 
Does not his Majesty commend thy beauty — 
Ask thee to sing to him ? — and swear such sounds 
Had smooth 'd the biows of Saul ? 

Julie. He's very tiresome, 

Our worthy king. 

Bich. Fie! kings are never tiresome, 

Save to their ministers. What courtly gallants 
Charm ladies most? — De Sourdiae, Longueville, or 
The favorite Baradas? 

JuUe. A smileless man — 

I fear and shun him. 

Bich. Yet he courts thee? 

JuKe. Then 

He is more tiresome than his Majesly. 

•J Bulwer, Vol. XXIX 
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Bich. Right, girl, shun Baradas. Yet of these flowers 
Of France, not one, in whose more honeyed breath 
Thy heart hears summer whisper? 

Enter HuGUBT. 

Hug. The Chevalier 

De Mauprat waits below. 

Julie [starting up], De Mauprat! 

Bich. Hem I 

He has been tiresome too! — Anon. [JExit Huguet. 

Julie. What doth he?— 

I mean — I — Does your Eminence — that is— 
Know you Messire de Mauprat? 

Bich. Well!— and you — 

Has he addressed you often ? 

Julie. Often! — ^No — 

Nine times; nay, ten; the last time, by the lattice 
Of the great staircase. [In a melancholy tone.] The Court 
sees him rarely. 

Bich. A bold and forward royster! 

Julie, Het nay, modest. 

Gentle, and sad, methinks. 

Bich, Wears gold and azure? 

Julie. No; sable. 

Bich. So you note his colors, Julie? 

Shame on you, child; look loftier. By the mass, 
I have business with this modest gentleman. 

Julie. You're angry with poor Julie. There's no cause. 

Bich. No cause— you hate my foes ? 

Julie. I do! 

Bich. Hate Mauprat! 

Julie. Not Mauprat. No, not Adrien, father. 
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Rich. Adrieat 

Familiar! — Go, child; no, not that way; wait 
In the tapestry chamber; I will join you, — go. 

Julie. His brows are knit; I dare not call him father 1 
But I must speak — Your Eminence 

Rich, [sternly]. Well, girl I 

JuUe. Nay, 

Smile on me — one smile more; there, now I'm happy. 
Do not rank Mauprat with your foes; he is not, 
I know he is not; lie loves France too well. 

Rich. Not rank De Mauprat with my foes ? So be it. 
I'll blot him from that list. 

Julie. That's my own father. 

[Exit JuLlB. 

Rich, [ringing a small bell on the table"]. Huguetl 

Bnter HuGUBT. 

De Mauprat sta-uggled not, nor murmured? 
Hicg. No; proud and passive. 

Rich. Bid him enter. — ^Holdl 

Look that he hide no weapon. Humph, despair 
Makes victims sometimes victors. When he has enter' d 
Glide round unseen; — ^pkce thyself yonder [pointing to Ae 

screen] ; watch him ; 
If he show violence — (let me see thy carbine; 
So, a good weapon ;) — if he play the lion, 
Why^ — the dog's death. 
Hug. I never miss my mark. 

[Bxit Huguet; Eichelieu seats himself at ihe table, 
and slowly arranges the papers be/ore him. Enter 
De Maupiiat^ preceded by Hugubt, who then retires 
behind the screen^ 
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Bich. Approach, sir. — Can you call to mind the hour, 
Kow three years since, when in this room, methinks, 
Your presence honored me? 

De Mau. It is, my Lord, 

One of my most 

Rich, \dryly\. Delightful recollections.* 

De Mau. \aside\, St. Denis! doth he make a jest of axe 
And headsman? 

Rich, \sternly\, I did then accord you 
A mercy ill requited — ^you still live ? 

De Mau. To meet death face to face at last. 

Rich, Your words 

Are bold. 

De Mau. Mj deeds have not belied them. 

Rich. Deeds! 

O miserable delusion of man's pride! 
Deeds! cities sack'd, fields ravaged, hearths profaned, 
Men butcher'd ! In your hour of doom behold 
The deeds you boast of! From rank showers of blood. 
And the red light of blazing roofs, you build 
The rainbow glory, and to shuddering conscience 
Cry, — Lo, the bridge to Heaven ! 

De Mau. If war be sinful, 

Your hand the gauntlet cast. 

Rich. It was so, sir. 

Note the distinction: — ^I weighed well the cause 



' There are many anecdotes of the irony, often so terrible, in which Biche. 
lieu indulged. But he had a love for humor |n its more hearty and genial 
shape. He would send for Boisrobert "to make him laugh/'— and grave 
ministers and magnates waited in the ante-room, while the great Cardinal 
listened and responded to the sallies of the lively' wit 
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Which made tke stftndard h€Ayi raked t]ke war 
But to secure tke peace. Fiance bled — ^I groan'd^ 
But look'd beyond; and, in the Yia^ saw 
France saved, and 1 exulted. Yon — ^bnt you 
Were but the tool of slaughter — knowing naughty 
Foreseeing nought, naught koping^ naught lamcaitingi 
And for naught fit — save cutting throats for hire. 
Deeds, marry, deedal 

De Mau. If you would d^n to speak 

Thus to your armies ere they mareh to battle. 
Perchance your Eminence might have the pain 
Of the throat-cutting to yourself. 

Eich. \aside\. He has wit, 

This Mauprat — \Aloud.} Let it pass; there is against 

you 
What you can less excuse.] Measire de Mauprat, 
Doom'd to sure death, how hast thou since c<NQfiumed 
The time allotted thee for serious thought 
And solemn penitence ? 

IkiMmt^ [efmkiwra^ed\. The time,, my Lord? 

Rich, Is not the question plain? I'll answer for thee. 
Thou hast sought nor priest nc^ shrine; no soekdotk 

chafed 
Thy delicate flesh. The rc^sary and tke death's-head 
Have not, with pious meditation, purged 
Earth f lom the oarnal gaae. What thou hast vwt done 
Brief told; what done, a volume! Wild debauch^ 
Turlmlent riot; — £or tke mxsok tke dice-box — 
Koaa claim'd tka d«el — ^and the Bigkt the wassail; 
These, your most holy, pure preparatives. 
For death and judgment. Bo I wrong you, ^r ? 

De Mau. I was not always thus: — if changed my aatarei 
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Blame that which changed my fate. — Alas, my lord, 

[There is a brotherhood which calm-eyed reason 

Oan wot not of betwixt despair and mirth. 

My birthplace mid the vines of sunny Provence, 

Perchance the stream that sparkles in my veins 

Game from that wine of passionate life which, erst, 

Glow'd in the wild heart of the troubadour: 

And danger, which malies steadier courage wary. 

But fevers me with an insane delight; 

As one of old who on the mountain crags 

Caught madness from a MsBuad's haunting eyes. 

Were you, my Lord, — whose path imperial power. 

And the grave cares of reverent wisdom, guard 

From all that tempts to folly meaner men, — ] 

Were you accursed with that which you inflicted — 

By bed and board, dogg'd by one ghastly spectre — 

The while within you youth beat high, and life 

Grew lovelier from the neighboring frown of death — 

The heart no bud, nor fruit — save in those seeds 

Most worthless, which spring up, bloom, bear, and wither 

In the same hour — Were this your fate, perchance, 

You would have err'd like me! 

Bich. I might, like you, 

Have been a brawler and a reveller; — ^not. 
Like you, a trickster, and a thief. — • 

De Man. [advancing threateningly]. Lord Cardinal! 
Unsay those words! — 

[HuGUET deliberately raises the carbine. 

Bich. [waving his hand]. Not quite so quick, friend 
Huguet; 
Messire de Mauprat is a patient man, 
And he can wait! — 
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You have outrun your fortune; — 
I blame you not, that you would be a beggar — 
Each to his taste! — ^But I do charge you, sir, 
That, being beggar' d, you would coin false moneys 
Out of that crucible, called debt. — To live 
On means not yours — be brave in silks and laces, 
Gallant in steeds — splendid in banquets; — all 
Not yours — ungiven — uninherited — unpaid for; — 
This is to be a trickster; and to filch 
Men's art and labor, which to them is wealth, 
Life, daily bread, — quitting all scores with — "Friend, 
You're troublesome!" — Why this, forgive me, 
Is what — when done with a less dainty grace — 
Plain folks call ''Theft I' ' You owe eight thousand pis- 
toles. 
Minus one crown, two liards! — 

De Mau. [aside]. The old conjurer! 

'Sdeath, he'll inform me next how many cups 
I drank at dinner! 

Rich. This is scandalous. 

Shaming your birth and blood. I tell you, sir, 
That you must pay your debts. 

De Mau. With all my heart, 

My Lord. Where shall I borrow, then, the money? 

Rich, [aside and laughing]. A humorous dare-devil ! — ^The 
very man 
To suit my purpose — ready, frank, and bold! 

[Rising and earnestly. 
Adrien de Mauprat, men have called me cruel ; — 
I am not; — ^I am just I — 1 found France rent asunder, — 
The rich men despots, and the poor banditti; — 
Sloth in the mart, and schism within the temple; 
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Brawls festeriDg to rebellion; and weak laws 

Eotting away with rast ia antique sheaths. 

I have re-created France; and, from the ashes 

Of the old feudal and decrepit carcase, 

Civilization on her luminous wings 

Soars, phoenix-like, to Jove! What was my art? 

Genius, some say, — some, fortune, — ^witchcraft, some. 

Not so; — my art was justice ! — ^Force and fraud 

Misname it cruelty — ^you shall confute them 1 

My champion you? You met me as your foe. 

Depart my friend — ^You shall not die. — France needs you. 

You shall wipe off all stains, — ^be rich, be honor'd, 

Be great. 

[Dk Maupbat falls on his knee — ^Richelieu raises him. 
I ask, sir, in return, this hand. 
To gift it with a bride, whose dower shall match^ 
Yet not exceed, her beauty. 

De Mau. I, my Lord, — \hesitat%ng\ 

I have no wish to marry. 

Rich. Surely, sir, 

To die were worse. 

De Mau. Scarcely; the poorest coward 

Must die, — but knowingly to march to marriage — 
My Lord, it asks the courage of a lion I 

Bidi. Traitor, thou triflest with me I I know aUl 
Thou hast dared to love my ward — my charge. 

De Mau. As rivers 

May love the sunlight — basking in the beams, 
And hurrying on ! — 

Riclu Thou hast told her of thy love ? 

De Mau. M-j Lord, if I had dared to love a maid, 
Lowliest in France, I would not so have wronged her, 
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As bid her link rich life and virgin hope 

With one, the deathman's gripe might, from her side, 

Pluck at the nuptial altar. 

Mich. I believe thee; 

Yet since she knows not of thy love, renounce her; 
Take life and fortune with another! — Silent? 

De Mau. Your fate has befen one triumph — ^you know 
not 
How bless'd a thing it was in my dark hour 
To nurse the one sweet thought you bid me banish. 
Love hath no need of words; — nor less within 
That holiest temple — the Heaven-builded soul — 
Breathes the recorded vow. Base knight, — false lover 
Were he, who bartered all, that brightened grief. 
Or sanctified despair, for life and gold. 
Bevoke your mercy; — ^I prefer the fate 
I look'd for! 

Rich. Huguet! to the tapestry chamber 

Conduct your prisoner. \To Mauprat.] 

You will there behold 
The executioner: — ^your doom be private — 
And Heaven have mercy on you ! 



De Mau. 




When 


I am dead, 


Tell her, I loved her. 






Rich. 
For fitter ears;- 
De Mau. 


-go- 


Keep such follies. 
Does he mock me 


sir, 
? 


Rich. 
Come forth. 




[Exeunt De Mauprat, Huguet 
Joseph, 



Enter Joseph. 
Methinks your cheek hath lost its rubies; 
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I fear you have been too lavish of the flesh; 
The scourge is heavy. 

Joseph, Pray yoa, change the subject. 

Rich. You good men are so modest! — Well, to business I 
Go instantly — deeds — notaries I — bid my stewards 
Arrange my house by the Luxembourg— wy house 
No more! — a bridal present to my ward, 
Who weds to-morrow. 

Joseph. Weds, with whom ? 

Rich. De Mauprat. 

Joseph. Penniless husband ! 

Rich. Bah I the mate for beauty 

Should be a man, and not a money -chest! 
When her brave sire lay on his bed of death, 
I vow'd to be a father to his Julie: — 
And so he died — the smile upon his lips! 
And when I spared the life of her young lover, 
Methought I saw that smile again ! — ^Who else, 
Look you, in all the court — who else so well, 
Brave, or supplant the favorite; — balk the king — 
Baffle their schemes? — ^I have tried him:-— He has honor 
And courage; — qualities that eagle-plume 
Men's souls, — and fit them for the fiercest sun, 
Which ever melted the weak waxen minds 
That flutter in the beams of gaudy Power! 
Besides, he has taste, this Mauprat:— When my play 
Was acted to dull tiers of lifeless gapers,' 



> The Abb^ Arnaud tells us that the queen was a litUe aTOnged on the 
Gardinal by the ill success of the tragi-comedy <rf ''Mirame"— moie iliaii stis- 
pected to be his own— though presented to the world under the foster-name of 
Desmareti^ Its representatioD (says PelissoD) ooat him 300,000 crowns. He 
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Who had no soul for poetry, I saw him 
Applaud in the proper places: — trust me, Joseph, 
He is a man of an uncommon promise! 

Joseph. And yet your foe. 

Rich. Have I not foes enow? 

Great men gain doubly wlien they make foes friends. 
Eemember my grand maxims: — First employ 
All methods to conciliate.' 

Joseph. Failing these? 

Rich, [fiercely]. All means to crush: as with the opening, 
and 
The clenching, of this little hand I will 
Crush the small venom of these stinging courtiers. 
So, so, we've baffled Baradas. 

Joseph. And when 

Check the conspiracy! 

Rich. Check, check? Full way to it. 

was so traD»ported out of himself by the performance, that at one time 
he thrust his person half out of his box to show himself to the assembly; 
at another time he imposed silence on the audience, that they might not lose 
"des endroita encore plus heauxT^ He said afterward to Desmarets: **Eh 
bien, les Fran^ais n'auront done jamais de goiit. lis n'on pas ^t^ charm^ de 
Miramel" Arnaud says pithily — *'0n ne pouvoit alors avoir d'autre satisfac- 
tion des offenses d'un homme qui etoit maitre de tout, et redoutable & toute le 
monde." Nevertheless, his style in prose, though not devoid of the pedantic 
affectations of the time, often rises into a very noble eloquence. 

1 *'Vialart remarque une chose qui peut expliquer la conduite de Richelieu 
en d'autres circonstances:— c'est que les seigneurs i qui leur naissance ou leur 
m^rite pouvoit permettre des pretensions, il avoit pour syst^me, de leur ac~ 
oorder au-delft mSme de leurs droit et de leurs esp^rances, mais, aussi, une 
fois combl^s — si, au lieu de reconnoitre ses services ils se levoient centre lui, 
et ils traitoit sans mis^ricorde." — Anquetil. See also the Political Testament, 
and the Memoires de Cardinal Richelieu, in Petitot's collection. 
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Let it bud, ripen, flaunt i' the day, and burst 
To fruit, — the Dead Sea's fruit of ashes; ashes 
Which I will scatter to the winds. 

Go, Joseph; 
When you return, I have a feast for you ; 
The last great act of my great play: the verses, 
Methinks, are fine, — ah, very fine. — You write 
Verses!' — [aside] such verses! — ^You have wit, disoemment. 

Joseph \aside\. Worse than the scourge I Strange that so 
great a statesman 
Should be so bad a poet. 

Rich, What dost thou say? 

Joseph. That it is strange so great a statesman should 
Be so sublime a poet. 

Rich. Ah, you rogue; 

Laws die, Books never. Of my ministry 
I am not vain I but of my muse, I own it. 
Come, you shall hear the verses now. [Takes up a MS. 

Joseph. My Lord, 

The deeds, the notaries I 

Rich. True, I pity you; 

But business first, then pleasure. [Exit Joseph. 

Rich, [seats himself^and reading]. Ah, sublime! 



' <*TaD(6t lanatique — tant6l; iourbe — ^fonder lea r^ligieuses de CSftlvaife— - 
faire dea virea.^^ Thua speaks Voltaire oi F&tUer Jos^h. His talents and 
influence with Richelieu, grossly exaggerated in his own day, are now rightly 
eatonaied. 

'*0'4toit en effet un homme infatigaUe-^^ortant dans les entreprises, I'ao- 
tiri*^, la soupldsse, r<^niAtret^ propre & les laire r^osair."— .^M^tMliZ. He 
wrote a Latin poem^ ealled '*La Turciade," in which he sought to excite the 
kJBgdewa of Christendom against the Turks. But the inspiration <tf Tyrtnus 
was denied to Father J<mk^ 
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Enter Db Mauprat and Julie. 

De Mau. Oh, speak, my Lord — ^1 dare not think joa 
mock me. 
And yet — 

Bich. Hush — hush — This line most be consider'dl 

Julie. Are we not both your children ? 

liich. What a couplet!- 

How now! Oh, sir — ^you livel 

De Mau. Why, no, methinks, 

Elysium is not life! 

Julie. He smiles! — ^you smile, 

My father! Prom my heart forever, now, 
I'll blot the name of orphan! 

Bich. Eise, my children. 

For ye are mine — mine both ; — and in your sweet 
And young delight — ^your love (life's first-born glory) — 
My own lost youth breathes musical! 

De Mau. I'll seek 

Temple and priest henceforward, were it*but 
To learn Heaven's choicest blessings. 

Bich. Thou shalt seek 

Temple and priest right soon; the morrow's sun 
Shall see across these barren thresholds pass 
The fairest bride in Paris. — Go, my children. 
Even / loved once! — ^Be lovers while ye may! 
How is it with you, sir! You bear it bravely: 
You know, it asks the courage of a lion. 

[Exeunt Julie and De Mauprat. 

Bich. godlike Power! Woe, Rapture, Penury, Wealth, — 
Marriage and Death, for one infirm old man 
Through a great empire to dispense — ^withhold- — 
As the will whispers! And shall things — ^like motes 
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That live in my daylight — lackeys of court wages, 

Dwarf 'd starvelings — manikins, upon whose shoulders 

The burthen of a province were a load 

More heavy than the globe on Atlas, — cast, 

Lots for my robes and sceptre? France! I love thee! 

All Earth shall never pluck thee from iny heart I 

My mistress France — my wedded wife, — sweet France, 

Who shall proclaim divorce for thee and me I 

[Exit BlOHELIEU. 
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ACT n. 

8BCOND DAT. 

SCENE I. — A splendid apartment in Maupbat's new 
house. Casements opening to the Gardens^ beyond which th^ 
domes of the Luxembourg Palace. 

Enter BAR AD AS. 

Bar. Mauprat's new home: — too splendid for a soldier I 
But o'er his. floors — the while 1 stalk — methinks 
My shadow spreads gigantic to. the gloom 
The old nide towers of the Bastile cast far 
Along the smoothness of the jocund day. — 
Well, thou hast 'scaped the fierce caprice of BicheUeu; 
But art thou further from the headsman, fool? 
Thy secret I -have whisper' d to the king; 
Thy marriage makes the king thy foe. — ^Thou stand'st 
On the abyss — ^and in the pool below 
I see a ghastly, headless phantom mirror'd; — 
Thy likeness ere the marriage moon hatiii waned. 
Meanwhile — meanwhile — ha — ha, if thou art wedded. 
Thou art not wired. 

Enter Maupbat [splendidly dresaedl. 

Be Mau. Was ever fate like mine? 

So bkst and yet so wretehedl 
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Bar, Joy, De Maupratl — 

Why, what a brow, man, for your wedding-day I 

De Man. Jest notl — ^Distraction I 

Bar, What, your wife a shrew 

Already? Courage, man — the common lot! 

De Man. Ohl that she were less lovely, or less loved! 

Bar. Biddies again! 

De Man. You know what chanced between 

The Cardinal and myself. 

Bar. This morning brought 

Your letter: — ^faith a strange account! I laugh'd 
And wept at once for gladness. 

De Man. We were wed 

At noon; — the rite performed, came hither! — scarce 
Arrived, when 

Bar. Well?— 

De Man. . Wide flew the doors, and l6, 

Messire de Beringhen, and this epistle! 

Bar. 'Tis the king's hand! — ^the royal seal! 

De Mau. Bead — read — 

Bar. [reading]. ''Whereas Adrien de Mauprat, Colonel 
and Chevalier in our armies, being already guilty of High 
Treason, by the seizure of our town of Faviaux, has pre- 
sumed, without our knowledge, consent, or sanction, to 
connect himself by marriage with Julie de Mortemar, a 
wealthy orphan, attached to the person of Her Majesty, 
without our knowledge or consent — ^We do hereby proclaiih 
and declare the said marriage contrary to law. On pen- 
alty of death, Adrien de Mauprat will not cominunicate 
with the said Julie de Mortemar by w6rd or letter, save 
in the presence of our faithful servant, the Sieur de Be- 
ringhen, and then with such respect and decorum as are 
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due to a demoiselle attached to the Court of France, until 
such time as it may suit our royal pleasure to confer with 
the Holy Church on the formal annulment of the mfuriage, 
and with our Council on the punishment to be awarded to 
Messire de Manprat, who is cautioned, for his own sake, 
to preserve silence as to our injunction, more especially 
to Mademoiselle de Mortemar. 

'* Given under our hand and seal at the Louvre. 

**Louis.'* 

Bar. \retwrning the Utter]. Amazement 1 — ^Did not 
Bichelieu say, the king 
Knew not your crime? 

De Mau. He said so. 

Bar. Poor De Mauprat! — 

See you the snare, the vengeance worse than death, 
Of which you are the victim? 

De Man. Hal 

Bar. \adde\. It works! 

[Julie and Bb BEBiNaHBK in <&e OardetM. 
You have not sought the Cardinal yet to 

De Man. Nol 

Scarce yet my sense awakened from the iriiock; 
Now I will seek him. 

Bar. Hold, beware! — Stir not 

Till we confer again. 

De Man. Speak — out, man! 

Bar. Hush! 

Tour wife! — ^De Beringhen — Be on your guard — 
Obey the royal orders to the letter. 
I'll look around your palace. By my troth 
A princely mansion! 
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De Mau. Stay — 

Bar. So new a bridegroom 

Can want no visitors; — ^Your servant, madame! 
Oh! happy pair — Oh, charming picture I 

[Exit through a side door, 

Julie. Adrien, 

You left us suddenly — Are you not well ? 

De Mau. Oh, very well— that is — extremely ill! 

Julie. Ill, Adrien? [Taking his hand. 

De Mau. Not when 1 see thee. 

[He is about to lift her hand to his lips when De Be- 
RINGHEN coughs and pulls his mantle, Mauprat 
drops the hand and walks away. 

Julie. Alas! 

Should he not love me ? 

De Ber. [aside]. Have a care; I must 

Eeport each word — each gesture to his Majesty. 

De Mau. Sir, if you were not in his Majesty's service. 
You'd be most officious, impudent, 
Damn'd busy-body ever interfering 
In a man's family affairs. 

DeBer. But as 

1 do belong, sir, to his Majesty — 

De Mau. You're lucky! — Still, were we a story higher, 
'Twere prudent not to go too near the window. 

Julie. Adrien, what have I done ? Say, am I changed 
Since yesterday?— or was it but for wealth, 
Ambition, life — that — that — ^you swore you loved me? 

De Mau. I shall go mad! — ^I do, indeed I do— 

De Ber. [aside\. Not lo^e her! that were highly dis- 
respectful. 

Julie. You do— what, Adrien ? 
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De Mau. Oh 1 I do, indeed 

I do think, that this weather is delightful ! 
A charming day I the sky is so serene I 
And what a prospect I — [to De Beringhen]. Oh! you 
popinjay! 

Julie, He jests at met — he mocks me! — yet I love him, 
And every look becomes the lips we love ! 
Perhaps I am too grave? — You laugh at Julie; 
If laughter please you, welcome be the music! 
Only say, Adrien, that you love me. 

De Mau. [kissing her hand]. Ay; 

With my whole heart 1 love you! 

Now, sir, go, 
And tell that to his Majesty! — Who ever 
Heard of its being a state ofEence to kiss 
The hand of one's own wife ? 

Julie. He says he loves me. 

And starts away, as if to say '*I love you" 
Meant something very dreadful. — Come, sit by me, — 
I place your chair! — fie on your gallantry! 

[TJiey sit down ; as he pushes his chair back^ she draws 
hers nearer. 
Why must this strange Messire De Beringhen 
Be always here? He never takes a hint. 
Do you not wish him gone? 

De Mau. Upon my soul 

I do, my Julie! — Send him for your bouquetj 
Your glove, your — ^anything. 

Julie. Messire de Beringhen, 

I dropp'd my glove in the gardens by the fountain, 
Or the alcove, or — stay, no, by the statue 
Of Cupid; may I ask you to 
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DeBer. To send for it? 

Certainly [ringing a bM oh the table}. Andr^ Pi^nre, (your 

rascals, how 
Do ye call them?) 

JEnier Servants. 

Ah — Madame has dropped her glove 
In the gardens, by the fountain,— or the alcove; 
Or — stay — no, by the statue — eh ? — of Cupid. 
Bring it. 

De Mau. Did ever now one pair of shoulders 
Carry such wagon-loads of impudence 
Into a gentleman's drawing-room ? 

Dear Julie. 
I'm busy — ^letters — ^visitors — the devil I 
I do beseech you leave me — ^I say — ^leave me. 

Julie [weeping^. You are unkind. [Ilxit. 

[As she goes outj Maupbat drops on one hnee amd hisses 
the hem of her mantle j unseen by her. 

De Ber. Ten millions oi apologies 

De Mau. I'll not take one of them. I have, as yet. 
Withstood all things — ^my keart — my love — ^my rights. 
But Julie's tears! ^When is this farce to end? 

l)e Ber. Oh I when you please. His Majesty requests me. 
As soon as you infringe his graciocis <Mrders, 
To introduce you to the CK>vernor 
Of the Bastile. I skould have had that honor 
Before, but, gad, my foible is good-nature; 
One can't be hard upon a friend's infirmities. 

De Maiu I know the king eaa send me to dte scaffold — 
Dark prospect I — but I'm used to it; and if 
The Church and Council, by this hour to-monrow, 
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One way or other settle not the matter, 
1 will '• 

Be Ber. What, my dear sir? 

De Mau. Show you the dooFi 

My dear, dear sir; talk as 1 please, with whom 
I please, in my own house, dear sir, until 
His Majesty shall condescend to find 
A stouter gentleman than you, dear sir, 
To take me out; and now you understand me, 
My dear, most dear — oh damnably dear sir I 

De Ber. What, almost in a passion! you will cool 
Upon reflection. Well, since Madame* s absent, 
I'll take a small refreshment. Now, don't stir; 
Be careful — how's your Burgundy? — I'll taste it — 
Finish it all before I leave you. Nay, 
No form; — you see I make myself at home. 

[Exit De Berinohen. 

De Mau. \going to the door ihroiLgh which Babadas had 
passed], Baradas! Count! 

Enter Baradas. 

You spoke of snares — of vengeance 

Sharper than death — be plainer. 
Bar. What so clear? 

Bichelieu has but two passions — 

De Mau, Bichelieu I 

Bar. Yes! 

Ambition and revenge — ^in you both blended. 

First for ambition — Julie is his ward, 

Innocent — docile— pliant to his will — 

He placed her at the court"— foresaw the rest — 

The king loves Julie! 
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De Mau. Merciful Heayen! The king I 

Bar. Such Cupids lend new plumes to Bichelieu's wings: 
But the Court etiquette must give snch Cupids 
The veil of Hymen — (Hymen but in name). 
He look'd abroad— found you his foe: — thus served 
Ambition — ^by the grandeur of his ward, 
And vengeance — by dishonor to his foe! 

De Mau. Prove this. 

Bar. You have the proof — the royal Letter: — 

Your strange exemption from the general pardon, 
Known bat to me and Richelieu; can yon doubt 
Your friend to acquit your foe? The truth is glaring — 
Bichelieu alone could tell the princely lover 
The tale which sells your life, — or buys your honor! 

De Mau. I see it all I Mock pardon — hurried nuptials — 
False bounty! — all! — the serpent of that smile! 
Oh! it stings home! 

Bar. You yet shall crush his malice; 

Our plans are sure: — Orleans is at our head; 
We meet to-night; join us, and with us triumph. 

De Mau. To-night f — Oh, Heaven! — my marriage night! — 
Bevenge! 

Bar. What class of men, whose white lips do not curse 
The grim, insatiate, universal tyrant? 
We, noble-born — where are our antique rights — 
Our feudal seigniories— our castled strength. 
That did divide us from the base Plebeians, 
And make our swords our law — where are they ? Trod 
To dust — and o'er the graves of our dead power 
Scaffolds are monuments— the kingly house 
Shorn of its beams — the Boyal Sun of France 
'Clipsed by this blood-red comet. Where we turn, 
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Nothing but Richelieu! — armies — church — state — laws, 
But mirrors that do multiply his beams. 
He sees all — acts all — Argus and Briarseus — 
Spy at our boards — and deathsman at our hearths; 
Under the venom of one laidly nightshade, 
Wither the lilies of all France. 

De Mau. [impatiently]. But Julie^ — 

Bar. [unheeding him]. As yet the Fiend that serves hath 
saved his power 
From every snare; and in the epitaphs 
Of many victims dwells a warning moral 
That preaches caution. Were I not assured 
That what before was hope is ripened now 
Into most certain safety, trust me, Mauprat, 
1 still could hush my hate and mark thy wrongs, 
And say ^^Be patient!" Now, the king himself 
Smiles kindly when I tell him that his peers 
Will rid him of his priest. You knit your brows, 
Noble impatience! — ^Pass we to our scheme! 
'Tis Richelieu's wont, each mom, within his chapel 
(Hypocrite worship ended), to dispense 
Alms to the Mendicant- friars, — in that guise 
A band (yourself the leader) shall surround 
And seize the despot. 

De Mau. But the king? — but Julie? 

Bar. The king, infirm in health, in mind more feeble, 
Is but the plaything of a minister's will. 
Were Richelieu dead — his power were mine; and Louis 
Soon should forget his passion and your crime. 
But whither now ? 

Be Mau. I know not; I scarce hear thee; 

A little while for thought: anon I'll join thee; 
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But now, all air Beems tainted, and I loathe 

The face of man I [JS^'I Db Mauprat through the Gardma. 

Bar, Start from the chase, my prey, 

Bat as thou speed' st the hell-hounds of revenge 
Pant in thy track and dog thee down. 

[Enter De Bebikghek, hie mouth full^ a napkin in his 

hand. 

De Ber. Cheyalier, 

Your cook's a miracle, — what, my host gone? 
Faith, Oount, my office is a post of danger — 
A fiery fellow, Mauprat I touch and go, — 
Match and saltpetre, — ^pr — r — r — r — ! 

Bar. You 

Will be released ere long. The king resolves 
To call the bride to court this day. 

Be Ber. Poor Mauprat I 

Yet, since you love the lady, why so careless 
Of the king's suit ? 

Bar. Because the lady's virtuous, 

And the king timid. Ere he win the suit, 
He'll lose the crown, — the bride will be a widow, — 
And I — the Bichelieu of the Eegent Orleans. 

Be Ber. Is Louis still so chafed against the Fox 
For snatching yon fair dainty from the Lion ? 

Bar. So chafed, that Eichelieu totters. Yes, the king 
Is half conspirator against the Cardinal. 
Enough of this. I've found the man we wanted, — 
The man to head tiie hands that murder Bichelieu, — 
The man, whose name the synonym for daring. 

De Ber. He must mean me I Ko, Count; I am, I own, 
A valiant dog — but still 

Bar. Whom can I mean 
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Bat Maaprat? — Mark, to-night we meet at Marion's. 
There shall we sign; thence send this scroll [thowir^ it] to 

Bouillon- 
You're in that secret [affectionately] — one of our new 
Council. 

De Ber. But to admit the Spaniard — France's foe — 
Into the heart of France — dethrone the king — 
It looks like treason, and I smell the headsman. 

Bar. Oh, sir, too late to falter: when we meet 
We must arrange the separate, coarser scheme. 
For Eichelieu's death. Of this despatch De Mauprat 
Must nothing learn. He only bites at vengeance, 
And he would start from treason. — We must post him 
Without the door at Marion's — as a sentry. 
[Aside] — So, when his head is on the block — his tongue 
Cannot betray our more august designs I 

De Ber. I'll meet you if the king can spare me— [Aside]. 
Nol 
I am too old a goose to play with foxes, 
I'll roost at home. Meanwhile, in the next room 
There's a delicious pSt^, — let's discuss it. 

Bar. Pshaw! a man fiU'd with a sublime ambition 
Has no time to discuss your p&t^s. 

Be Ber. Pshaw I 

And a man fiU'd with as sublime a pfit^ 
Has no time to discuss ambition. — Gad, 
I have the best of it I 

Enter JuLlE hastily with First Courtier. 

Julie [to Courtier]. A summons, sir, 

To attend the Louvre ? — On this day, too ? 

Cour. Madame, 

*K Bulwer, Vol. XXIX 
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The royal carriage waits below. — Messire [to De BEBiNaHEN] 
You will return with us. 

Julie. What can this mean ? — 

Where is my husband ? 

Bar. He has left the house, 

Perhaps till nightfall — ^so he bade me tell you. 
Alas, were I the lord of such fair treasure — 

Julie [impatiently]. Till nightfall? — Strange — my heart 
misgives me! 

Oour. Madame, 

My orders will not brook delay. 

Julie [to Baradas]. YouUl see him — 

And you will tell him I 

Bar. From the flowers of Hybla 

Never more gladly did the bee bear honey, 
Than I take sweetness from those rosiest lips. 
Though to the hive of others ! 

Oour. [to De Beringhen]. Gome, Messire. 

De Ber. [hesitating]. One moment, just to — 

Gour. Come, sir. 

De Ber. 1 shall not 

Discuss the pSt^ after all. 'Ecod, 
I'm puzzled now. I don't know who's the best of it! 

[Exeunt JuLiE, De Beringhen, and Courtier. 

Bar. Now will this fire his fever into madness I 
All is made clear: Mauprat must murder Richelieu- 
Die for that crime; — I shall console his Julie — 
This will reach Bouillon! — from the wrecks of France 
I shall carve out — who knows — perchance a throne I 
All in despite of my Lord Cardinal. — 
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Enter Db Mauprat /rom the Gardens. 

De Mau. Speak ! can it be? — Methought,that from the terrace 
I saw the carriage of the king — and Julie! 
No I — no I — my frenzy peoples th« void air 
With its own phantoms! 

Bar. Nay, too true. — Alas! 

Was ever lightning swifter, or more blasting, 
Than Eichelieu's forkM guile? 

De Mau. I'll to the Louvre 

Bar. And lose all hope! — The Louvre! — the sure gate 
TotheBastilel 

De Mau. The king 

Bar. Is but the wax, 

Which Eichelieu stamps! Break the malignant seal^ 
And I will raze the print. Come, man, take heart! 
Her virtue well could brave a sterner trial 
Than a few hours of cold imperious courtship. 
Were ICichelieu dust — no danger I 

De Mau. Ghastly Vengeance! 

To thee, and thine august and solemn sister, 
The unrelenting Death, 1 dedicate 
The blood of Armand Eichelieu! When Dishonor 
Eeaches our hearths Law dies and Murther takes 
The angel shape of Justice! 

Bar. Bravely said! 

At midnight, — Marion's! — Nay, 1 cannot leave thee — 
To thoughts that 

De Mau. Speak not to me! — I am yours! — 

But speak not! There's a voice within my soul, 
Whose cry could drown the thunder.— Oh! if men 
Will play dark sorcery with the heart of man, 
Let them, who raise the spell, beware the Fiend! [Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. 

A room in the Palais Cardinal {as in the First Act). 

EiOHELiEU and Joseph. 
FRANgois writing at a table. 

Joseph. Yes; — Huguet taking his accustomed round, — 
Disguised as some plain burgher, — heard these rufflers 
Quoting your name: — he listen'd,r--**Pshaw,'' said one, 
"We are to seize the Cardinal in his palace 
To-morrowl"— ''How?'' the other ask'd:—'' You'll hear 
The whole design to-night: the Duke of Orleans 
And Baradas have got the map of action 
At their fingers' end." — *'So be it," quoth the other, 
**I will be there, — Marion de Lorme's — at midnightl" 

Bich. 1 have them, man, — ^I have them ! 

Joseph. So they say 

Of you, my Lord; — believe me, that their plans 
Are mightier than you deem. You must employ 
Means no less vast to meet them I 

Bich. Bah ! in policy 

We foil gigantic danger, not by giants, 
But dwarfs. — The statues of our stately fortune 
Are sculptured by the chisel — not the axe!' 

1 Richelieu not only employed the lowest, but would often consult men 
commonly esteemed the dullest. **II disait que dans des choses de tr^ graade 
importance, il avait experiments, que les moins sages donnaient souvent les 
meilleura exp^ens." — Le Glerc. 
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Ah! were I younger — ^by the knightly heart 
That beats beneath these priestly robes/ I would 
Have pastime with these cut- throats! — ^Yea, — ^as when, 
Lured to the ambush of the expecting foe, — 
I clove my pathway through the plumed sea! 
Eeach me yon falchion, Frangois, — not that bawble 
For carpet- warriors, — ^yonder — such a blade 
As old Charles Martel might have wielded when 
He drove the Saracen from France. 

[FRANgoiS brings him one of the long two-handed swords 
worn in the Middle Ages. 

With this 
I, at Bochelle, did hand to hand engage 
The stalwart Englisher, — no mongrels, boy, 
Those island mastifEs, — mark the notch — a deep one 
His casque made here, — I shore him to the waist! 
A toy — a feather — then! [Tries to wield and lets it fall, 

> Both Richelieu and Josej^ were originally intended for the profession of 
arms. Jos^^^ had served before he obeyed the spiritual inspiration to become 
a Capuchin. The death of his brother opened to Eicheliea the bishopric oi 
Lucon ; but his military propensities were as strong as his priestly ambition. 
I need scarcely add that the Cardinal, during his brilliant campaign in Italy, 
marched at the head of his troops in complete armor. It was under his ad- 
ministration that oeeurs ^e last examine of proclaiming war by the ohivalrio 
defiance of herald and cartel. Richelieu valued hims^ much on hit personal 
activity,— for his vanity was as universal as his ambition. A nobleman of the 
House of Gramm<Hit one day found him employed in jumping, and with all the 
savoir vivre of a Frenchman and a courtier, offered to jump against him. He 
suffered the Cardinal to jump higher, and soon after found himself rewarded 
by an appointment Yet, strangely enough, this vanity did not lead to a pat- 
ronage injurious to the State, for never before in France was ability made so 
essential a requisite in ]^molion. He was lucky in finding the devereet 
fellow among his adroitest flatterers. 
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You see, a child could 
Slay Richelieu now. 
Fran. \hi8 hand on his hilt]. But now, at your com- 
mand 
Are other weapons, my good Lord. 
Bich. [who has seated himself as to write^ lifts the pen]. 

True,— This! 
Beneath the rule of men entirely great 
The pen is mightier than the sword. Behold 
The arch-enchanter's wand I — itself a nothing I — 
But taking sorcery from the master- hand 
To paralyze the Caesars — and to strike 
The loud earth breathless ! — Take away the sword — 
States can be saved without it! [Looking on the clock. 

'Tis the hour, — 
Retire, sir. [Exit FRANgois. 

[A knock is heard. A door concealed in the arras opens 
cautiously. Enter Marion de Lorme. 
Joseph, [amazed]. Marion de Jjorme! 
Bich. Hist! Joseph! 

Keep guard. [Joseph retires to the principal entrance. 

My faithful Marion ! 
Marion. Good, my Lord, 

They meet to-night in my poor house. The Duke 
Of Orleans heads them. 
Bich. Yes, go on. 

Marion. His Highness 

Much questioned if I knew some brave, discreet. 
And vigilant man, whose tongue could keep a secret, 
And who had those twin qualities for service. 
The love of gold, the hate of Richelieu. — 
Bich. You ? — 
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Marion. Made answer, **Yes — my brother; — bold and 
trusty; 
Whose faith, my faith could pledge;" — the Dake then 

bade me 
Have him equipped and arm'd — well mounted — ready 
This night to part for Italy. 

Rich. Aha ! — 

Has Bouillon too turn'd traitor? — So, methought! — 
What part of Italy? 

Marion. The Piedmont frontier, 

Where Bouillon lies encamp'd. 

Rich. Now there is danger I 

Great danger! — If he tamper with the Spaniard, 
And Louis list not to my counsel, as, 
Without sure proof, he will hot,— France is lost. 
What more ? 

Marion. Dark hints of some design to seize 
Your person in your palace. Nothing clear — 
His Highness trembled while he spoke — the words 
Did choke each other. 

Rich. So! — Who is the brother 

You recommended to the Duke ? 

Marion. Whoever 

Your Eminence may father! — 

Rich. Darling Marion! * 

[Ooes to the table, and returns with a large bag of gold. 

^ Voltaire openly charges Richelieu with being the lover of Marion de 
Lonne; and the great poet of France, Yictor Hugo, has sacrificed History 
to adorn her with qualities which were certainly not added to her personal 
charms. She was not less perfidious than beautiful. Le Clerc, properly, re- 
futes the accusation of Yoltaire against the discretion of Richelieu, and says, 
Tery Justly, that if the great minister had the frailties of human nature, he 
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There — ^pshaw — a trifle! — What an eye you have! 
And what a smile — child 1 — [kisses herJ^^Ahl you fair per- 
dition — 
'Tis well I'm old! 

Marion [aside a/nd seriously]. What a great man he isi 

Rich, You are sure they meet ? — the hour ? 

Marion. At midnight. 

Rich, And 

You will engage to give the Duke's Despatch 
To whom 1 send ? 

Marion. Ay, marry! 

Rich, [flwicfo]. Huguet? No; 

He will be wanted elsewhere, — Joseph? — ^zealoos^ 
But too well known— too much the elder brother I 
Mauprat? — alas! it is his wedding-day! — 
Fran9ois! — the Man of Men! — unnoted — young — 
Ambitious — [Ooes to the door.] — FrangoisI 

Enter FRANgois. 
Rich. Follow this fair lady; 

(Find him the suiting garments, Marion) take 
My fleetest steed: — arm thyself to the teeth; 
A packet will be given you — with orders, 
No matter what! — The instant that your hand 
Closes upon it — clutch i<, like your honor, 
Which Death alone can steal, or ravish — set 

learned how to veil them — at least when he obtained the scarlet. In earlier life 
he had been prone 1o gallantries which a little prepossessed the king (who was 
formal and decorous, and threw a singoiar coldness into the few attachments 
he permitted to himself) against the aspiring intriguer. But these gayer 
occupations died away in the engagement of higher pursuits or of darker 
passions. 
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Spurs to your steed— be breathless, till you stand 
Again before me. — Stay, sir I — You will find me 
Two short leagues hence — at Buelle, in my castle. 
Young man, be blithe I — for — note me — ^from the hour 
I grasp that packet — think your guardian Star 
Bains fortune on you! — 

Fran. If I fail— 

Rich. Fail— fail I 

In the lexicon of youth, which Fate reserves 
For a bright manhood, there is no such word 
A&—fail/ — (You will instruct him further, Marion) 
Follow her — -but at distance; — speak not to her, 
Till you are housed. — Farewell, boy! Never say 
''FaiV again. 

Fran. I will not! 

Bich. [patting his locks]. There's my young hero! — 

[Exeunt FRANgois, Marion. 

Etch. So, they would seize my person in this palace? — 
I cannot guess their scheme; — but my retinue 
Is here too large! — a single traitor could 
Strike impotent the faith of thousands; — Joseph, 
Art sure of Huguet? — Think — we hang'd his Father! 

Joseph. But you have bought the Son; — heaped favors on 
him! 

Hich. Trash! — favors past — that's nothing. — In his hours 
Of confidence with you, has he named the favors 
To come — he counts on ? 

Joseph. Yes: — a Colonel's rank. 

And letters of Nobility. 

Bich. What Huguet!— 

[Here Hugubt enters, as to address the Cardinal, who 
does not perceive him. 
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Hug. Mj own name, soft — [glidea behind the screen]. 

Rich. Colonel and Nobleman I 

My bashful Hagaei — ^that can never bel — 
We have him not the less — ffei'W promise it/ 
And see the king withholds I — Ah, kings are oft 
A great convenience to a minister! 
No wrong to Huguet either; — Moralists 
Say, hope is sweeter than Possession! — Yes! — 
We'll count on Huguet! VskVorB past do gorge 
Our dogs! leave service drowsy — dull the scent, 
Slacken the speed; — favors to come^ my Joseph, 
Produce a lusty, hungry gratitude, 
A ravenous zeal, that of the commonest cur 
Would make a Cerberus. — You are right, this treason 
Assumes a fearful aspect: — but once crush'd, 
Its very ashes shall manure the soil 
Of power; and ripen such full sheaves of greatness, 
That all the summer of my fate shall seem 
Fruitless beside the autumn! 

[Huguet holds up his hand menacingly^ and creeps out. 

Joseph. The saints grant it I 

Rich, [solemnly]. Yes— for sweet France, Heaven grant 
it! — O my country, 
For thee — thee only — though men deem it not — 
Are toil and terror my familiars! — I 
Have made thee great and fair — upon thy brows 
Wreath'd the old Eoman laurel : — at thy feet 
Bow'd nations down. — No pulse in my ambition 
Whose beatings were not measured from thy heart! 
[In the old times before us, patriots lived 
And died for liberty — 

Joseph. As you would live 
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And die for despotry — 

Rich, False monk, not so^ 

But for the purple and the power wherein 
State clothes herself. — I love my native land 
Not as Venetian, Englisher, or Swiss, 
But as a Noble and a Priest of France; 
"All things for France" — ^lo, my eternal maxim! 
The vital axle of the restless wheels 
That bear me on! With her I have entwined 
My passions and my fate — my crimes — my virtues — * 



1 Richelieu did in fact so thoroughly associate himself with the State, that 
in cases where the extreme penalty of the law had been incurred, Le Glerc 
Justly observes that he was more inexorable to those he had favored — even to 
his own connections — than to other and more indifferent offenders. It must 
be remembered, as some excuse for his unrelenting sternness, that before his 
time the great had been accustomed to commit any disorder with impunity, even 
the crime of treason; — **auparavant on ne faisoit poser les armes aux rebelles 
qu'en leur accordant quelque recompense/' On entering into the administra- 
tion, he therefore laid it down as a maxim necessary to the existence of the 
State, that **no crime should be committed with impunity." 

To carry out this maxim, the long-established license to crime made even 
justice seem cruel. But the victims most commiserated, from their birth or ac- 
complishments, as Montmorenci, or Cinq Mars, were traitors in actual conspiracy 
against, their country, and would have forfeited life in any land where the pun- 
ishment of death existed, and the lawgiver was strong enough to vindicate the 
law. Richelieu was, in fact, a patriot unsoftened by philanthropy. As in 
Venice (where the favorite aphorism was — **Venice first, Christianity next," ^) 
80, with Richelieu, the primary consideration was, *'What will be best for the 
country?" He had no abstract principle whether as a politician or a priest, 
when applied to the world that lay beyond the boundaries of France. Thus he, 
whose object was to found in France a splendid and imperious despotism, as- 
sisted the Parliamentary party in England, and signed a treaty of alliance and 



^ *Tria Veneziana, poi Ohristiane." 
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Hated and loved, and schemed, and slied men's blood. 

As the calm crafts of Tuscan Sages teach 

Those who would make their country great Beyond 

The map of France— -my heart can travel not. 

But fills that limit to its farthest verge; 

And while 1 live — ^Richelieu and France are one.] 

We priests, to whom the Church forbids in youth 

The plighted one — ^to manhood's toil denies 

The soother helpmate— from our wither'd age 

Shuts the sweet blossoms of the second spring 

That smiles in the name of Father — we are yet 

Not holier than Humanity, and must 

Fulfil Humanity's condition — ^Lovel 

Debarred the Actual, we but breathe a life 

To the chill Marble of the Ideal— Thus, 

In thy unseen and abstract Majesty, 

My France, my Country, T have bodied forth 

subsidies with the Catalan rebels, for the establishment of a republic In Baroe* 
lona: to convulse other ntonarchies was to consolidate the growing monarchy of 
France. So he, who completely crushed the Protest ant party at home, brayed 
all the wrath of the Vatican, and even the resentment of the king, in giving 
the most essential aid to the Protestants abroad. 

There was, indeed, a largeness of view in his hostility to the French Hugue- 
nots, which must be carefully distinguished from the intolerance of the mere 
priest. He opposed them, not as a Catholic, but as a statesman. The Hugue- 
nots were strong republicans, and had formed plans for dividing France into 
provincial commonwealths; and the existence of Bochelle was absolutely in- 
compatible with the integrity of the French monarchy. It was a second capital, 
held by the Huguenots, claiming independent authority and the right to treat 
with foreign powers. Richelieu's final conquest was marked by a humanity 
that had nothing of the bigot The Huguenots obtained a complete amnesty, 
and had only to regret the loss of privileges and fortifications which could not 
have existed with any security to the rest of Franoeu 
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A thing to love. Wliat are these robes of state. 
This pomp, this palace? perishable bawblesi 
In this world two things only are immortal — 
Fame and a People! 

Enter HuGUET. 

Hug. My Lord Cardinal, 

Your Eminence bade me seek yon at this hour. 

Rich. Did I? — True, Huguet. — So — ^you overheard 
Strange talk amongst these gallants? Snares and traps 
For Richelieu?— Well— we'll balk them; let me think— 
The men-at-arms you head — how many ? ' 

Hug. Twenty, 

My Lord. 

Rich. All trusty ? 

Hug. Yes, for ordinary 

Occasions — if for great ones, I would change 
Three-fourths at least. 

Rich. Ay, what are great occasions? 

Hv^. Great bribes! 

Rich. \to Joseph], Good lack, he knows some paragons 
Superior to great bribes! 

Hug. True Gentlemen 

Who have transgressed the laws — ^and value life 
And lack not gold; — ^your Eminence alone 
Can grant them pardon. Ergo^ you can trust them I 

Rich. Logic! — So be it — ^let these honest twenty 

> The guard attached to Richelieu's person was, in the first instance, flft]r 
arquebusierSy afterward increased to two companies of cayalrj and two hundred 
musiceteers. Huguet is therefore to be considered merely as the lieutenant of a 
small detachment of this little army. In point of fact, the subdivisions of the 
guard took it in turns to serve. 
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Be arm'd and mounted. — [Aside.] So they meet at mid- 
night, 
The attempt on me to-morrow — Ho! we'll strike 
'Twixt wind and water. — [Aloud.] Does it need much time 
To find these ornaments to Human Nature? 

Hug. My Lord— the trustiest of them are not birds 
That love the daylight. — ^I do know a haunt 
Where they meet nightly — 

Bich. Ere the dawn be gray, 

All could be arm'd, assembled, and at Buelle 
In my old hall? 

Bug. By one hour after midnight. 

Etch. The castle's strong. You know its outlets, 
Huguet? 
Would twenty men, well posted, keep such guard 
That not one step — (and Murder's step is stealthy) — 
Could glide within — unseen ? 

Evg. A triple wall — 

A drawbridge and portcullis — twenty men 
Under my lead, a month might hold that castle 
Against a host. 

Bich. They do not strike till morning, 

Yet I will shift the quarter — Bid the grooms 
Prepare the litter — ^I will hence to Buelle 
While daylight last — and one hour after midnight 
You and your twenty saints shall seek me thither! 
You're made to rise I — ^You are, sir; — eyes of lynx. 
Ears of the stag, a footfall like the snow; 
You are a valiant fellow; — yea, a trusty, 
Beligious, exemplary, incorrupt, 
And precious jewel of a fellow, Huguet! 
If I live long enough, — ay, mark my words — 
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If I live long enongli, you'll be a Colonel — 
Noble, perhaps! — One hour, sir, after midnight. 

Hug. You leave me dumb with gratitude^ My Lord; 
Til pick the trustiest — [aside,] Marion's house can furnish I 

[Bxit HUGUBT. 

Eich. How like a spider shall I sit in my hole, 
And watch the meshes tremble. 

Joseph. But, my Lord, 

Were it not wiser still to man the palace, 
And seize the traitors in the act? 

Bich. No; Louis, 

Long chafed against me — Julie stolen from him, 
Will rouse him more. He'll say I hatch'd the treason, 
Or scout my charge:— He half desires my death; 
But the despatch to Bouillon, some dark scheme 
Against his crown — there is our weapon, Joseph; 
With that, all safe — without it, all is peril! 
Meanwhile to my old castle; you to Court, 
Diving with careless eyes into men's hearts, 
As ghostly churchmen should do I See the king, 
Bid him peruse that sage and holy treatise, 
Wherein 'tis set forth how a Premier should 
Be chosen from the Priesthood — how the king 
Should never listen to a single charge 
Against his servant, nor conceal one whisper 
That the rank envies of a Court distil 
Into his ear — to fester the fair name 
Of my — ^I mean his Minister! — Oh! Joseph, 
A most convincing treatise.' 



* TliiB tnct» Ml the '*IIbU J o< thtt Mimflter/' eoBtoins aU the ctoeftiiaeB, and 
many more to the same effect, referred to in the tezt^ and had a piodigiona in- 
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Good — ^all favorsi 
If FraD9oi8 be but bold, and Haguet hoaest. 
Hagaet — I half suspect — he bow'd too low — 
'Tis not his way. 

Joseph. This is the curse, my Lord, 

Of your high state; — suspicion of all men. 

Rich, [sadly]. True; — true; — my leeches bribed to poison- 
ers; — pages 
To strangle me in sleep. — My very king 
(This brain the unresting loom, from which was woven 
The purple of his greatness) leagued against me. 
Old — childless — friendless — broken — all forsake— 
All-ail— bu^- 

Joseph. What? 

Ekh. The indomitable heart 

Of Armand Richelieu I 

Joseph. Naught beside? 

Rich. Why, Julie, 

My own dear foster-child, forgive me; — yes; 
This morning, shining through their happy tears. 
Thy soft eyes bless'd mel — and thy Lord, — in danger. 
He would forsake me not. 

Joseph. And Joseph 

Rich, [after a pause."] You — 

Yes, I believe you — ^yes — ^for all men fear you 
And the world loves you not. And I, friend Joseph, 
I am the only man who could, my Joseph, 



fluence <m the consoienoe of the poor king. At the onset of his career, Riche- 
lieu, M deputy of the clergy of Poitou, complained in his harangue to the king 
that eodeaiastics were too rarely summoned to the royal councils, and inToked 
the example of the Druids. 
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Make you a Bishop.' Come, we'll go to dianer, 

And talk the while of methods to advance 

Our Mother Church.* Ah, Joseph, — Bishop Joseph I 

1 Joseph's ambition was not, however, so moderate; he refused a bishopric, 
and desired the cardinal's hat, for which favor Richeheu openly supplicated the 
Holy See, but contrived somehow or other never to effect it, although two am- 
bassadors applied for it at Rome. 

' The peculiar religion of P^re Joseph may be illustrated by the following 
anecdote: An oCDcer, whom he had dismissed upon an expedition into Germany, 
moved by conscience at the orders he had received, returned f<Nr further expla- 
nations, and found the Capuchin diaant sa messe. He approached and whis- 
pered, '*But, my father, if these people defend themselves— " ''KiU all" (^' 
on tue tout), answered the good father, continuing his devotions. 
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ACT III. 
SECOND DAY (MIDNIGHT). 

SCENE I.— Richelieu's Castle at Buelle. A Gothic Cham- 
ber, Moonlight at the window, occasioncUly obscured. 

Rich, \reading\^ ''In silence, and at night, the Conscience 
feels 
That life should soar to nobler ends than Power." 
So sajest thou, sage and sober moralist! 
But were thou tried ? Sublime Philosophy, 
Thou art the Patriarch's ladder, reaching heaven, 
And bright with beck'ning angels — but, alas! 
We see thee, like the Patriarch, but in dreams. 
By the first step — dull-slumbering on the earth. 
I am not happy! — with the Titan's lust 
1 woo'd a goddess, and I clasp a cloud. 

^ I need not say that the greac length of this soliloquy adapts it only for 
the closet, and that but fevtr of the lines are retained on the stage. To the 
reader, however, the passages omitted in representation will not, perhaps, be 
the most uninteresting in the play, and may be deemed necessary to the com- 
pletion of the Cardinal's portrait — action on the stage supplying so subtly the 
place of words in the closet. The self-assured sophistries which, in the text, 
mingle with Richelieu's better-founded arguments, in apology for the darker 
traits of his character, are to be found scattered throughout the writings 
ascribed to him. The reader will observe that in ^is self-confession lies the 
latent poetical justice, which separates happiness from success. 
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When I am dust, my name shall, like a star. 

Shine through wan space, a glory — and a prophet 

Whereby pale seers shall from their aery towers 

Con all the ominous signs, benign or evil. 

That make the potent astrologue of kings. 

But shall the Future judge me by the ends 

That I have wrought — or by the dubious means 

Through which the stream of my renown hath run 

Into the many- voiced unfathom'd Time? 

Foul in its bed lie weeds — and heaps of slime, 

And with its waves — when sparkling in the sun, 

Ofttimes the secret rivulets that swell 

Its might of waters — ^blend the hues of blood. 

Yet are my sins not those of oiroumstanoe. 

That all-pervading atmosphere, wherein 

Our spirits, like the unsteady lizard, take 

The tints that color, and the food that nurtures? 

' O I ye, whose hour-glass shifts its tranquil sands 

In the unvex'd silence of a student's cell; 

Ye, whose untempted hearts have never toss'd 

Upon the dark and stormy tides where life 

Gives battle to the elements, — and man 

Wrestles with man for some slight plank, whose weight 

Will bear but one — while round the desperate wretch 

The hungry billows roar — and the fierce Fate, 

Like some huge monster, dim-seen through the surf, 

Waits him who drops; — ^ye safe and formal men. 

Who write the deeds, and with unfeverish hand 

Weigh in nice scales the motives of the Great, 

Ye cannot know what ye have never tried! 



BetaiDod in representallon. 
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History preserves only the fleshless bones 
Of what we are — and by the mocking skull 
The would-be wise pretend to guess the features I 
Without the roundness and the glow of life 
How hideous is the skeleton I Without 
The colorings and humanities that clothe 
Oar errors, the anatomists of schools 
Can make our memory hideous! 

I have wrought 
Great uses out of evil tools — and they 
In the time to come may bask beneath the light 
Which I have stolen from the angry gods, 
And warn their sons against the glorious theft, 
Forgetful of the darkness which it broke. 
I have shed blood — but I have had no foes 
Save those the State had' — ^if my wrath was deadly, 
'Tis that I felt my country in my veins. 
And smote her sons as Brutus smote his own.* 
And yet I am not happy — blanch'd and sear'd 
Before my time — ^breathing an air of hate, 
And seeing daggers in the eyes of men, 
And wasting powers that shake the thrones of earth 
In contest with the insects — bearding kings 
And braved by lackeys' — murder at my bed; 

1 It is well kDown Ihat when, on his deathbed, Richelieu was asked if he 
forgave his enemies, he replied, ''I never had any but those of the State.'* 
And this was true enough, for Richelieu and the State were one. 

^ Richelieu's vindication of himself from cruelty will be found in yarioua 
parts of PoUtot's Collection, vols. zxi. xxz. (bis), 

3 Voltaire has a striking passage on 1^ singular fate of Bichelieu, recalled 
every hour from his gigantic schemes to frustrate some miserable cabal of the 
ante-room. Richelieu would often exclaim, that *'Siz pieds de terre," as he 
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And lone amidst the multitudinous web, 

With the dread Three — that are the Fates who hold 

The woof and shears — the Monk, the Spy, the Headsman. 

And this is power? Alas! I am not happy. 

[After a pause. 
And yet the Nile is fretted by the weeds 
Its rising roots not up : but never yet 
Did one least barrier by a ripple vex 
My onward tide, unswept in sport away. 
Am I so ruthless then that 1 do hate 
Them who hate me? Tush, tush I I do not hate; 
Nay, I forgive. The Statesman writes the doom. 
But the Priest sends the blessing. 1 forgive them, 
But I destroy; forgiveness is mine own. 
Destruction is the State's! For private life. 
Scripture the guide — for public, Machiavel. 
Would fortune serve me if the Heaven were wroth! 
For chance makes half my greatness. I was born 
Beneath the aspect of a bright-eyed star, 
And my triumphant adamant of soul 
Is but the fixed persuasion of success. 
Ah! — here! — that spasm! — again! — How Life and Death 

called the king's cabinet, *'lui donnaient plus de peine que tout ie reste de 
TEurope." The death of Wallenstein, sacrificed by the Emperor Ferdinand, 
produced a most lively impression upon Richelieu. He found many traits of 
comparison between Ferdinand and Louis — Wallenstein and himself. In the 
Memoirs — now regarded by the best authorities as written by his sanction, and 
in great part by himself — the gn*eat Frenchman bursts (when alluding to Wal- 
lenstein 's murder) mto a touching and pathetic anathema on the mis^e 
de cette vie of dependence on jealous and timid royalty, which he himself, 
while he wrote, sustained. It is worthy of remark, that it was precisely 
at the period of Wallenstein's death that Bicheb'eu obtained from the king 
an augmentation of his guard. 
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Do wrestle for me m<Miently ? And yet 

The king looks pale. I shall outlive the king I 

And then, thou insolent Austrian — who didst gibe 

At the ungainly, gaunt, and daring lover, ' 

Sleeking thy looks to silken Buckingham, — 

Thou shalt — no matter I — ^I have outlived love. 

O! beautiful — all golden — gentle youth! 

Making thy palace in the careless front 

And hopeful eye of man — ere yet the soul 

Hath lost the memories which (so Plato dream'd) 

Breathed glory from the earlier star it dwelt in — 

Oh! for one gale from thine exulting morning. 

Stirring amidst the roses, where of old 

Love shook the dew-drops from his glancing hair! 

Could 1 recall the past — or had not set 

The prodigal treasures of the bankrupt soul 

In one slight bark upon the shoreless sea; 

The yoked steer, after his day of toil. 

Forgets the goad, and rests, — to me alike 

Or day or night — Ambition has no rest! 

Shall I resign? — who can resign himself? 

For custom is ourself ; as drink and food 

Become our bone and flesh — the aliments 

Nurturing our nobler part, the mind — thoughts, dreams, 

Passions, and aims^ in the revolving cycle 

Of the great alchemy — at length are made 

Our mind itself; and yet the sweets of leisure — 

' Bickelieu waa commonly BU]^o8ed» though I cannot say I find much evi- 
dencft lor U, to hav^ been, too presuming in an interview with Anne of Austria 
<tfae queenX and to have bitterly resented the contempt she expressed for him. 
The Dttke of Buckiogham'a Iraotie and Quixotic passion for the queen is well 
known. 
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An honor'd home — ^far from these base intrigues — 
An eyrie on the heaven-kiss'd heights of wisdom — 

[Tahing up the booh. 
Speak to me, moralists! — ^I'U heed thy counsel. 
Were it not best 

Enter FRAN90IS hastily, and in part disguised. 

Rich, [flinging away the hooTc]. Philosophy, thou liest! — 
Quick — the despatch! 
Power — Empire! Boy — the packet! 

Fran. Kill me, my Lord. 

Rich. They knew thee — they suspected— 

They gave it not 

Fran. He gave it — he — the Count 

De Baradas — with his own hand he gave it! 

Rich. Baradas! Joy! out with it! 

Fran. Listen, 

And then dismiss me to the headsman. 

Rich. Hal 

Go on. 

Fran. They led me to a chamber — There 
Orleans and Baradas, and some half-score, 
Whom I know not — were met 

Rich. Not more! 

Fran. But from 

The adjoining chamber broke the din of voices. 
The clattering tread of arm'd men; at times 
A shriller cry, that yell'd out, "Death to Kichelieu!'* 

Rich. Speak not of me: thy country is in danger! 
The adjoining room — So, so — a separate treason! 
The one thy ruin, France! — the meaner crime, 
Left to their tools, my murder! 
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Fran. Baradas 
Questioned me close — demurred — until, at last, 
Overruled by Orleans, — ^gave the packet-rtold me 
That life and death were in the scroll— this gold 

Bich. Gold is no proof 

Fran, And Orleans promised thousands. 

When Bouillon's trumpets in the streets of Paris 
Bang out shrill answer. Hastening from the house. 
My footstep in the stirrup, Marion stole 
Across the threshold, whispering, "Lose no moment 
Ere Eichelieu have the packet: tell him too — 
Murder is in the winds of Night, and Orleans 
Swears, ere the dawn the Cardinal shall be clay." 
She said, and trembling fled within; when, lol 
A hand of iron griped me; through the dark 
Gleam'd the dim shadow of an arm'd man: 
Ere I could draw — the prize was wrested from me. 
And a hoarse voice gasped — '*Spy, I spare thee, for 
This steel is virgin to thy lord!" with that 
He vanish'd. — Scared and trembling for thy safety 
I mounted, fled, and kneeling at thy feet 
Implore thee to acquit my faith — but not, 
Like him, to spare my life, 

Jiich. Who spake of Zi/e? 

I bade thee grasp that treasure as thine honor — 
A jewel worth whole hecatombs of lives! 
Begone! — ^redeem thine honor — back to Marion — 
Or Baradas — or Orleans — track the robber — 
Eegain the packet — or crawl on to Age — 
Age and gray hairs like mine — and know, thou hast lost 
That which had made thee great and saved thy country. — 
See me not till thou'st bought the right to seek me. — 
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Away ! — Nay, cheer thee, thou hast not fail'd yet. — 
There's no such word as '*/aiZ/" 

Fran. Bless you, my Lord, 

For that one smile!— 1*11 wear it on my heart 
To light me back to triumph. * [Exit 

Rich, The poor youth I 

An elder had ask'd life! — ^I love the young! 
For as great men live not in their own time. 
But the next race, — so in the young, my soul 
Makes many Richelieus. He will win it yet. 
Fran9ois! — He's gone. My murder! Marion's warniDgl 
This bravo's threat! Oh for the morrow's dawDl 
I'll set my spies to work — I'll make all space 
(As does the Sun) a Universal Eye — 
Huguet shall tra(^ — Joseph confess — ha! ha! 
Strange, while I laugh'd I shudder'd — and ev'n now 
Through the chill air the beating of my heart 
Sounds like a death-watch by a sick man's pillow; 
If Huguet could deceive me — hoofs without — 
The gates unclose — steps near and nearer! 

Enter Julie. 

Julie, Cardinal! 

My father! [Falls at his feet. 

Rich, Julie at this hour! — and tears! 
What ails thee ? 

1 The fear and the hatred, which Richelieu generally inspired were not 
shared by his dependents and those about his person, who are said ''to have 
adored him." — "Sea domestiques le regardaient comme le meilleur des mai- 
tres." — Z« OUre. In fact, although *'/? eioit orgueiUeux ei colere,** — ^he was 
''en meme temps, affable et plein de douceur dans Vabord*^; and he was no less 
generous to those who served than severe to those who opposed him. 

*L Bulwer, Vol. XXIX 



Digitized by 



Google 



266 BULWER'S DRAMATIC WORKS [ACT m 

Julie. I am safe; I am with thee! — 

Bich. Safe! why in all the storms of this wide world 
What wind would mar the violet? 

Julie. That man — 

Why did I love him ? — clinging to a breast 
That knows no shelter? 

Listen — late at noon — 
The marriage-day — ev'n then no more a lover — 
He left me coldly, — well, — I sought my chamber 
To weep and wonder — ^but to hope and dream. 
Sudden a mandate from the king — to attend 
Forthwith his pleasure at the Louvre. 

Rich. Ha! 

You did obey the summons; and the king 
Beproach'd your hasty nuptials. • 

Julie. Were that all! 

He frown'd and chid; proclaimed the bond unlawful: 
Bade me not quit my chamber in the palace, 
And there at night — alone — this night — all still — 
He sought my presence— dared — thou read'st th6 heart. 
Bead mine! — I cannot speak it! 

Bich. He a king, — 

You — woman; well — ^you yielded! 

Julie. Cardinal — 

Dare you say **yielded" ? — Humbled and abash'd, 
He from the chamber crept — this Mighty Louis; 
Crept like a baffled felon! — yielded — Ah! 
More royalty in woman's honest heart 
Than dwells within the crown'd majesty 
And sceptred anger of a hundred kings! 
Yielded ! — Heavens ! — ^yielded I 

Bich. To my breast, — close— close! 
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The world would never need a Kichelieu, if 

Men — bearded, mail'd men — the Lords of Earth— 

Eesisted flattery, falsehood, avarice, pride. 

As this poor child, with the dove's innocent soorii| 

Her sex's tempters. Vanity and Power! — 

He left you — well ! 

Julie. Then came a sharper triall 

At the king's suit the Count de Baradas 
' Sought me to soothe, to fawn, to flatter, while 
On his smooth lip insult appear'd more hateful 
For the false mask of pity: letting fall 
Dark hints of treachery, with a world of sighs 
That Heaven had granted to so base a Lord 
The heart whose coldest friendship were to him 
What Mexico to Misers! StuDg at last 
By my disdain, the dim and glimmering sense 
Of his cloak' d words broke into bolder light, 
And THEN — ah! then, my haughty spirit fail'd mel 
Th^n I was weak — wept — oh I such bitter tears! 
For (turn thy face aside and let me whisper 
The horror to thine ear) then did I learn 
That he — that Adrien — that my husband — knew 
The king's polluting suit, and deemed it honor I 
Then all the terrible and loathsome truth 
Glared on me; — coldness — waywardness, reserve, 
Mystery of looks — words — all unravell'd — and 
1 saw the impostor, where I had loved the god I 

Rich. I think thou wrong'st thy husband — ^but proceed. 

Julie. Did you say, **wrong'd" him?— Cardinal, my 
father. 
Did you say '*wrong'd"? Prove it, and life shall grow 
One prayer for thy reward and his forgiveness. 
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Rich. Let me know all. 

Jtilie. To the despair he caused 

The courtier left me; but amid the chaos 
Darted one guiding ray — to 'scape — to fly — 
Beach Adrien, learn the worst — 'twas then near midnight: 
Trembling I left my chamber — sought the queen — 
Fell at her feet — reveal'd the unholy peril — 
Implored lier aid to flee our joint disgrace. 
Moved, she embraced and soothed me; nay, preserved; 
Her words sufficed to unlock the palace-gates: 
I hastened home — but home was desolate, — 
No Adrien there! Fearing the worst, I fled 
To thee, directed hither. As my wheels 
Paused at thy gates — the clang of arms behind — 
The ring of hoofs — 

Rich, 'Twas but my guards, fair trembler. 

(So Huguet keeps his word, my omens wrong'd him.) 

Julie, Oh, in one hour what years of anguish crowd I 

Rich. Nay, there's no danger now. Thou needest rest. 
Come, thou shalt lodge beside me. Tush! be cheer'd. 
My rosiest Amazon — thou wrong'st thy Theseus. 
All will be well — yes, yet all well. 

[Exeunt through a side door. 

SCENE II. 

Enter HuGUET — ^De Mauprat, m complete armor ^ tiia visor 
down. The moonlight obscured at the casement. 

Hug. Not here! 

De Mau. Oh, I will find him, fear not. Hence and guard 
The galleries where the menials sleep — plant sentries 
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At every outlet — Chance should throw no shadow 
Between the vengeance and the victim! Q-ol 
Ere yon brief vapor that obscures the moon, 
As doth our deed pale conscience, pass away. 
The mighty shall be ashes. 

Hug. Will yon not 

A second arm 7 

De Mau. To slay one weak old man? — 

Away 1 No lesser wrongs than mine can make 
This murder lawful. Hence I 

Hug. A short farewell! 

[Exit HUGUBT. 

Re-enter EiCHELlEU [not perceiving De Mauprat]. 

Bich. How heavy is the air! — the vestal lamp 
Of the sad Moon, weary with vigil, dies 
In the still temple of the solemn heaven! 
The very darkness lends itself to fear — 
To treason—^— 

J)e Mau, And to death ! 

Bich. My omens lied not! 

What art thou, wretch? 

De Mau. Thy doomsman I 

Bich. Ho, my gaardsl 

Huguet! Montbrassil! Vermont! 

De Mau. Ay, thy spirits 

Forsake thee, wizard ; thy bold men of mail 
Are my confederates. Stir not! but one step. 
And know the next — thy grave! 

Bich. Thou liest, knave! 

I am old, infirm — most feeble — but thou liest! 
Armand de Richelieu dies not by the hand 
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Of man — the stars have said it* — and the voice 
Of my own prophet and oracular soul 
Confirms the shining sibyls I Gall them all, 
Thy brother butchers! Earth has no such fiend — 
No I as one parricide of his fatherland, 
Who dares in Richelieu murder France I 

De Mau, Thy stars 

Deceive thee, Cardinal; thy soul of wiles 
May against kings and armaments avail, 
And mock the embattled world; but powerless now 
Against the sword of one resolved man. 
Upon whose forehead thou hast written shame I 

Rich. 1 breathe; he is not a hireling. Have I wronged 
thee? 
Beware surmise — suspicion — lies! lam 
Too great for men to speak the truth of me! 

De Mau, Thy acts are thy accusers, Cardinal! 
In his hot youth, a soldier, urged to crime 
Against the State, placed in your hands his life;— 
You did not strike the blow — but o'er his head, 
Upon the gossamer thread of your caprice, 
Hover'd the axe. His the brave spirit's hell. 
The twilight terror of suspense; — ^your death 
Had set him free; he purposed not, nor pray'd it 
One day you summoned — ^mock'd him with smooth pardon — 
Shower'd wealth upon him — bade. an angel's face 
Turn Earth to Paradise 

Rich. Well! 

De Mau. Was this mercy? 



' In common with his contemporaries, Richelieu was credulous in astrologj 
and less lawful arts. He was too fortunate a man not to be superatitious. 
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A Caesar's generous vengeance? — Cardinal, no! 
Judas, not Caesar, was the model ! You 
Saved him from death for shame; reserved to grow 
The scorn of living men — to his dead sires 
Leprous reproach — scoff of the age to come — 
A kind convenience — a Sir Pandarus 
To his own bride, and the august adulterer! 
Then did the first great law of human hearts. 
Which with the patriot's, not the rebel's, name 
Crown'd the first Brutus, when the Tarquin fell, 
Make Misery royal — raise this desperate wretch 
Into thy destiny! Expect no mercy! 
Behold De Mauprat! 

Rich. To thy knees, and crawl 

For pardon ; or, I tell thee, thou shalt live 
For such remorse, that, did I hate thee, I 
Would bid thee strike, that I might be avenged! 
It was to save my Julie from the king, 
That in thy valor I forgave thy crime; — 
It was, when thou — the rash and ready tool — 
Yea, of that shame thou loath 'st — didst leave thy hearth 
To the polluter — in these arms thy bride 
Found the protecting shelter thine withheld. 
Julie de Mauprat — Julie! 

Enter JuLlE. 

Lo ! my witness ! 

DeMau, What marvel's this? — I dream! my Julie — thou! 
This, thy beloved hand? 

Julie. Henceforth all bond 

Between us twain is broken. Were it not 
For this old man, I might, in truth, have lost 



Digitized by 



Google 



272 BULWER'S DRAMATIC WORKS [aot HI 

The right — now mine— to scorn thee I 

Eich. So, you hear her? 

De Mau. Thou with some slander hast her sense infected I 

Julie. No, sir; he did excose thee in despite 
Of all that wears the face of truth. Thy friend — 
Thy confidarU — ^familiar — Baradas — 
Himself reveal'd thy baseness. 

De Mau. Baseness! 

Rich, Ay; 

That thou didst court dishonor. 

De Mau. Baradas I 

Where is thy thunder, Heaven? — ^Dupedl — snared I — ^un- 
done? 
Thou — thou couldst not believe himl Thou dost love me I 
Love cannot feed upon falsehoods! 

Julie [cwide]. Love him! — ^Ah! 

Be still, my heart! [Aloud.l Love you I did: — how fondly, 
Woman — if women were my listeners now — 
Alone could tell! — Forever fled my dream: 
Farewell — all's over! 

Rich. Nay, my daughter, these. 

Are but the blinding mists of daybreak love 
Sprung from its very light, and heralding 
A noon of happy summer. — Take her hand 
And speak the truth, with which your heart runs over — 
That this Count Judas — this Incarnate Falsehood — 
Never lied more, than when he told thy Julie 
That Adrien loved her not— except, indeed, 
When he told Adrien, Julie could betray him. 

Julie [embracing Dfi Mauprat]. You love me, then! — 
you love me! — and they wrong'd youl 

De Mau. Ah! couldst thou doubt it? 
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Bich. Why, the very mole 

Less blind than thou! Baradas loves thy wife; — 
Had hoped her hand — aspired to be that cloak 
To the king's will, which to thy bluntness seems 
The Centaur's poisonous robe — hopes even now 
To make thy corpse his footstool to thy bed! 
Where was thy wit, man? — Ho! these schemes are glass! 
The very sun shines through them. 

De Mau, O, my Lord, 

Can you forgive me? 

Bich. Ay, and save you ! 

Be Mau. Save ! — 

Terrible word! — O, save thyself; — these halls 
Swarm with thy foes: already for thy blood 
Pants thirsty Murder! 

Julie. Murder! 

Bich. Husl^! put by 

The woman. Hush ! a shriek — a cry — a breath 
Too loud, would startle from its horrent pause 
The swooping Death! Go to the door, and listen! — 
Now for escape ! 

De Mau. None — none! Their blades shall pass 

This heart to thine. 

Bich. [dryly]. An honorable outwork 

But much too near the citadel. I think 
That I can trust you now [slowly, and gazing on hiin]: — yes; 

I can trust you. 
How many of my troop league with you? 

DeMau. AH!— 

We are your troop ! 

Bich. AndHugaet? 

De Mau. Is our captain. 
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JRieh^ A retributive Power I — This comes of spies ! 
All ? then the lion's skin's too short to-night, — 
Now for the fox's 1 

Julie, A hoarse, gathering murmur! 

Harrying and heavy footsteps I 

Bich. Ha I — the poetems ? 

De Mdu, No egress where no sentry I 

Bich. Follow me — 

I have it! — to my chamber— quick I Come, Juliet 
Hush I Mauprat, cornel 

[Murmur at a distance.] — ^Death to the Cardinal I 

Bich. Bloodhounds, I laugh at ye I — ha I ha I — ^we will 
Baffle them yet. — Ha! — ha I 

[JEoceunt Julijb, Mauprat, Biohblieu. 

Hug. [without]. This way — this wayl 



SCENE III. 
Enter HuGUBT and the Conspirators. 

Hug. De Mauprat 's hand is never slow in battle; 
Strange, if it falter now! Ha! gone! 

First Con. Perchance 

The fox had crept to rest; and to his lair 
Death, the dark hunter, tracks him. 

[Enter Mauprat, throwing open the doors of the recess 
in which a bed^ whereon BiCHELlBU Ues extended. 
De Mau. Live the king! 

Bichelieu is dead! 
Hug. [advancing toward the recess ; Mauprat following^ 
his hand on his dagger]. Are his eyes open? 
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De Man. Ay, 

As if in life I 

Hug. [turning back], I will not look on him. 
You have been long. 

De Mau. I watchM him till he slept. 

Heed me. — No trace of blood reveals the deed;— 
Strangled in sleep. His health had long been broken — 
Found breathless in his bed. So runs our tale, 
Remember! Back to Paris — Orleans gives 
Ten thousand crowns, and Baradas a lordship, 
To him who first gluts vengeance with the news 
That Richelieu is in heaven! Quick, that all France 
May share your joy ! 

Hug, And you? 

De Mau. Will stay, to crush 

Eager suspicion — to forbid sharp eyes 
To dwell too closely on the clay ; prepare 
The rites, and place him on his bier — this my task. 
I leave to you, sirs, the more grateful lot 
Ol wealth and honors. Hence! 

Hvg. I shall be noble! 

De Mau. Away! 

First Con, Five thousand crowns! 

Omnes, To horse! — to horse! [-Kcetm^ Conspirators. 
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SCENE IV. 

Still night — A room in the house of COUNT De Baradas, 

lighted^ etc, 

Orleans and De Bbbinghbn. 

De Ber. I understand. Mauprat kept guard without: 
Knows naught of the despatch — but heads the troop 
Whom the poor Cardinal fancies his protectors. 
Save us from such protection I 

Orle. Yet, if Huguet, 

By whose advice and proffers we renounced 
Our earlier scheme, should still be Kichelieu's minion, 
And play us false — 

De Ber. The fox must then devour 

The geese he gripes (I'm out of it, thank Heaven 1), 
And you must swear you smelt the trick, but seem'd 
To approve the deed — to render up the doers. 

Enter Baradas. 

Bar, Julie is fled: — the king, whom now I left 
To a most thorny pillow, vows revenge. 
On her — on Mauprat — and on Richelieu I Well ; 
We loyal men anticipate his wish 
Upon the last — and as for Mauprat, — [Showing a writ. 

DeBer. Hum! 

They say the devil invented printing! Faith, 
He has some hand in writing parchment— eh. Count? 
What mischief now ? 
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Bar. The king, at Julie's flight 

Enraged, will brook no rival in a subject — 
So on this old offence— the affair of Faviaux — 
Ere Mauprat can tell tales of us^ we build 
His bridge between the dungeon and the grave. 

Orle. Well; if our courier can but reach the army, 
The cards are ours! — and yet, I own, I tremble. 
Our names are in the scroll — discovery, death 1 

Bar. Success, a crown ! 

De Ber. [apart to Babadas]. Our future Regent is 
No hero. 

Bar. [to De Beringhbn]. But his rank makes others val- 
iant; 
And on his cowardice I mount to power.. 
Were Orleans Regent — what were Baradas ? 
Oh! by the way — I had forgot, your Highness, 
Friend Huguet whisper 'd me, ** Beware of Marion: 
I've seen her lurking near the Cardinals palace." 
Upon that hint, I've found her lodging elsewhere. 

Orle. You wrong her, Count. Poor Marion ! — she adores 
me. 

Bar. [apologetically]. Forgive me, but— 

Enter Page. 

Page. My Lord, a rude, strange soldier. 

Breathless with haste, demands an audience. 

Bar. Sol— 

The Archers? 

Page. In the ante-room, my Lord, 

As you desired. 

Bar. 'Tis well — admit the soldier. 

Huguet I — ^I bade him seek me here. 
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Enter Hugubt. 

Hug, My Lords, 

The deed is done. Now, Count, fulfil your word, 
And make me noble. 

Bar. Bichelieu dead? — art sure? 

How died he? 

Hug, Strangled in his sleep: — ^no blood, 

No tell-tale violence. 

Bar, Strangled? — monstrous villain! 

Eeward for murder! Ho, there 1 {Stamping, 

Enter Captain with five Archers. 

Hug, No, tbou durst not I 

Bar. Seize on the. ruffian — bind him — gag him! Off 
To theBastile! 

Hug, Your word — your plighted faith 1 

Bar, Insolent liar! ho, away! 

Hug, Nay, Count; 

I have that about me which 

Bar, Aw&j with him ! 

[Exeunt HuGUET and Archers. 
Now, then, all's safe; Huguet must die in prison, 
So Mauprat: — coax or force the meaner crew 
To fly the country. Ha, ha! thus, your highness, 
Great men make use of little men. 

He Ber, Mj Lords, 

Since our suspense is ended — you'll excuse me; 
'Tis late — and, entre nous, I have not supp'd yet! 
I'm one of the new Council now, remember; 
I feel the public stirring here already; 
A very craving monster. Au revoir ! 

[Exit De Beringhen. 
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Orh, No fear, now Bicheliea's dead. 

Bar. And could he oome 

To life again, lie could not keep lifers life — 
His power, — nor save De Mauprat from the scafEold, — 
Nor Julie from these arms — nor Paris from 
The Spaniard — nor your highness from the throne I 
All ours I all ours I in spite of my Lord Cardinal 1 

Enter Page. 

Page. A gentleman, my Lord, of better mien 
Than he who last 



Bar. Well, he may enter. \Exit Page. 

OrU. Who 

Can this be ? 

Bar. One of the conspirators: 

Maaprat himself, perhaps. 

Enter FRAN901S. 

Fran, My Lord 

Bar. Ha, traitor! 

In Paris stUl! 

Fran. The packet — the despatch — 

Some knave play'd spy without, and reft it from me, 
Ere 1 could draw my sword. 

Bar. Play'd spy without t 

Did he wear armor? 

Fran. Ay, from head to heel. 

Orle. One of our band. Oh, heavens! 

Bar. Could it be Mauprat? 

Kept guard at the door — knew naught of the despatch — 
How he! — and yet, who other? 

Fran. Ha, De Mauprat! 
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The night was dark — ^his vizor closed. 

Bar. 'Twas hel 

How could he guess 7 — 'sdeath if he should betray us. 
His hate to Bichelieu dies with Bichelieu — and 
He was not great enough for treason. Hence I 
Find Mauprat — beg, steal, filch, or force it back, 
Or, as I live, the halter 

Fran. , By the morrow 

I will regain it, \aside\ and redeem my honor! 

[Exit FRANgois. 

Orh. Oh, we are lost — 

Bar. Not sol But cause on cause 

For Mauprat's seizure — silence — death! Take courage. 

OrU. Should it once reach the king, the Gardinal's arm 
Could smite us from the grave. 

Bar. Sir, think it not! 

I hold De Mauprat in my grasp. To-morrow, 
And France is ours! Thou dark and fallen Angel, 
Whose name on earth's Ambition — thou that mak'st 
Thy throne on treasons, stratagems, and murder, — 
And with thy fierce and blood-red smile canst quench 
The guiding stars of solemn empire — hear us 
(For we are thine)— and light us to the goal! 
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ACT IV. 

THIRD DAY. 

SCENE 1,—The Gardens of the Louvre. — Orleans, Baba- 
DAS, De BERiNaHEN, Oourtiers, &c. 

Orle, How does my brother bear the Oardinars death? 

Bar. With grief , when thinking of the toils of State; 
With joy, when thinking on the eyes of Julie: — 
At times he sighs, **Who now shall govern France?" 
Anon exclaims — **Who now shall baflBe Louis?" 

JEnter Louis and other Courtiers. [They uncover.'] 

Ork. Now, my liege, now, I can embrace a brother. 

Louis. Dear Gaston, yes. — ^I do believe you hve me; — 
Eichelieu denied it — severed us too long. 
A great man, Gaston I Who shall govern France ? 

Bar. Yourself, my liege. That swart and potent star 
Eclipsed your royal orb. He served the country, 
But did he serve j or seek to sway the hingf 

[Louis. You're right — he was an able politician — 
That's all : — between ourselves, Count, I suspect 
The largeness of his learning — specially 
In falcons' — ^a poor huntsman, too! 

1 Louis XITT. is said to haye possessed some natund talents, and in earlier 
youth to have exhibited the germs of noble qualities; but a bli^t seems to 
have passed over his maturer life. Personally brave, but morally timid, — 
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Bar. Ha — ha I 

Your Majesty remembers 

Louis. Ay, the blunder 

Between the greffier and the aouillard when — 

[Checks and crosses himself. 
Alas I poor sinners that we are! we laugh 
While this great man— -a priest, a cardinal, 
A faithful servant — out upon us! — 

Bar. Sire, 

If my brow wear no cloud, 'tis that the Cardinal 
No longer shades the King. 

Louis [looking up at the skies']. Oh, BaradasI 
Am I not to be pitied ? — what a day 
For— 

Bar, Sorrow? — No, Sire! 

Louis, Bah ! for hunting, man, 

And Eichelieu's dead; 'twould be an indecorum 
Till he is buried — [yawns'] — life is very tedious. 
I made a madrigal on life last week : 

always governed, whether by his mother or his minister, and always repin- 
ing at the yoke. The only afEection amounting to a passion that he betrayed 
was for the sports of the field; yet it was his craving weakness (and this 
throws a kind of false interest over his character) to wish to be loved. He 
himself loved no one. He suffered the only woman who seems to have been 
attached to him to wither in a convent ; — ^he gave up favorite after favorite to 
exile or the block. When Richelieu died, he said coldly, "Voilst un grand 
politique mort!'^ and when the ill-fated but unprincipled Cinq Mars, whom he 
called **le cher amiy^^ was beheaded, he drew out his watch at the fatal hour, 
and said with a smile, **I think at this moment tliat U cher ami fait une vHaine 
mine."*^ Nevertheless, his conscience at times (for he was devout and super- 
stitious) made him gentle, and his pride and honor would often, when least 
expected, rouse him into haughty but brief resistance to the despotism under 
which he lived. 
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You do not sing,' Count? — Pity; you should learn. 

Poor Richelieu had no ear — yet a great man. 

Ah ! what a weary weight devolves upon me ! 

These endless wars — these thankless Parliaments — 

The snares in which he tangled States and Kings, 

Like the old fisher of the fable, Proteus, 

Netting great Neptune's wariest tribes, and changing 

Into all shapes when Craft pursued himself: 

Oh, a great man! 
Bar. Your royal mother said so, 

And died in exile. 
Louis [sadly]. True: 1 loved my mother." 
Bar, The Cardinal dies. ---Yet day revives the earth; ^ 

The rivers run not back. In truth, my liege. 

Did your high orb on others shine as him, 

Why, things as dull in their own selves as I am 

Would glow as brightly with the borrowed beam.* 

> Louis had some musical taste and accomplishment, wherewith he often 
communicated to his favorites some of that wearisome ennui under which he 
himself almost unceasingly languished. 

* One of Louis's most bitter complaints against Richelieu was the continued 
banishment of the Queen Mother. It is impossible, however, not to be con- 
vinced that the return of that most worthless intriguante was wholly inoom- 
)[>atible with the tranquillity of the kingdom. Yet, on the other hand, the 
poverty and privation which she endured in exile are discreditable to &e 
generosity and the gratitude of Richelieu ; she was his first patron, though 
afterward his most powerful persecutor. 

' Li his Memoirs, Richelieu gives an amusing account of the insolence and 
arts of Baradas, and observes, with indignant astonishment, that the favorite 
was never weary of repeating to the king that he (Baradas) would have made 
just as great a minister as Richelieu. It is on the attachment of Baradas to 
La Oressias, a maid of honor to the Queen Mother, of whom, according 
to Baradas, the king was enamored also, that his love for the Julie de 
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Louis. Aheml^ — He was too stern. 

OrU. A very Nero. 

Bar. His power was like the Capitol of old — 
Built on a human skull. 

Louis.. And, had he lived, 

I know another head, my Baradas, 

That would have propped the pile: I've seen him eye thee 
With a most hungry fancy. 

Bar. [anxiously]. Sire, I knew 

You would protect me. 

Louis. Did you so ? of course! 

And yet he had a way with him — a something 

That always But no matter — ^he is dead. 

And, after all, men call his king **The Just," * 
And so I am. Dear Count, this silliest Julie, 
I know not why, she takes my fancy. Many 
As fair, and certainly more kind; but yet 
It is so. Count, I am no lustful Tarquin, 
And do abhor the bold and frontless vices 
Which the Church justly censures; yet, 'tis sad 
On rainy days to drag out weary hours* — 



Mortemar of the play haa been founded. The secret of Baradaa'a suddeu 
aad extraordinary influence with the king seems to rest in the personal adora- 
tion which he professed for Louis, with whom he affected all the jealousy of 
a lover, but whom he flattered with the ardent chivahry of a knighl BTeit 
after his disgrace he placed upon his banner, '*Fiat voluntas tua." 

' Louis was called The Just, but for no other reason than that he was 
bom under the Libra. 

* Louis XIII. did not resemble either his fathw or his son in the ardor ol 
his attachments; if not wholly Platonic, they were wholly unimpassioned: 
yet no man was more jealous, or more unscrupulously tyrannical when the 
jealousy was aroused. 
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Deaf to the music of a woman's voice — 
Blind to the sunshine of a woman's eyes. 
It is no sin in kings to seek amusement; 
And that is all I seek. I miss her much — 
She has a silver laugh — a rare perfection. 

Bar. Bichelieu was most disloyal in that marriage.] 

Louis [(lueruhusly]. He knew that Julie pleased me: — ^a 
clear proof 
He never loved me I 

Bar. Oh, most clear! — But now 

No bar between the lady and your will ! 
This writ makes all secure; a week or two 
In the Bastile will sober Mauprat's love, 
And leave him eager to dissolve a hymen 
That brings him such a home. 

Louis. See to it, Count. 

[Exit Baradas. 
I -11 summon Julie back. A word with you. 

[Takes aside First Courtier, and De Beringhen, and 
passeSj conversing with them, through the Gardens. 

Enter FRANgois. 
Fran. All search, as yet, in vain for Mauprat! — Not 
At home since yesternoon — a soldier told me 
He saw him pass this way with hasty strides; 
Should he meet Baradas — they'd rend it from him — 
And then — benignant Fortune smiles upon me — 
I am thy son ! — if thou desert'st me now, 
Come, Death, and snatch me from disgrace. But, no, 
There's a great Spirit ever in the air 
That from prolific and far-spreading wings 
Scatters the seeds of honor — yea, the walls 
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And moats of castled'iorts — the barren seas — 
The cell wherein the pale-eyed student holds 
Talk with melodious ecienoe — all are sown 
With everlasting honors, if our souls 
Will toil for fame as boors for bread — 

Enter Mauprat. 

De Mau. Oh, let me— 

Let me but meet him foot to foot — I'll dig 
The Judas from his heart; — albeit the king 
Should o'er him cast the purple! 

Fran. MaupratI hold: — 

Where is the 

De Mau. Well! What wouldst thou? 

Fran. The despatch! 

The packet. — ^Look on me— I serve the Cardinal — 
You know me. — Did you not keep guard last night 
By Marion's house? 

De Mau. I did; — no matter now! 

They told me, he was here 1 — 

Fran. O joy! quick— quick — 

The packet thou didst wrest from me? 

De Mau. The packet? 

What, art thou he I deem'd the Cardinal's spy 
(Dupe that I was) — and overhearing Marion — 

Fran. The same — restore it! haste! 

De Mau. I have it not: 

Methought it but reveal'd our scheme to Richelieu, 
And, as we mounted, gave it to 

Enter Baradas. 

Stand back I 
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Now, villain I now — 1 have thee! 

[To FRANgois.J Hence, sirl — Drawt 
Fran. Art mad? — the king's at handl leave him to 
Richelieu! 
Speak — the despatch — to whom — 
Be Mau. [dashing him aside^ and rushing to BaradasJ. 

Thou triple slanderer! 
I'll set my heel upon thy crest! [A few passes. 

Fran. Fly 1— fly 1— 

The king! 

Enter at one side Louis, Orleans, De Beringhen, Cour- 
tiers, etc,; at the other ^ the Guards hastily, 

Louis. Swords drawn — before our very palace! 
Have our laws died with Richelieu? 

Bar. Pardon, Sire, — 

My crime but self-defence.' [Aside to King.] It is De 

Mauprat! 
Louis. Dare he thus brave us? 

[Baradas goes to the Guard, and gives the writ. 
De Mau. Sire, in the Cardinal's name — 

Ba:r. Seize him — disarm — to the Bastile! 



1 Odo of Richelieu's severest and least politic laws was that which made 
duelling a capital crime. Never was the puniAhment against the ofEence more 
relentlessly enforced; and never were duels so desperate and so numerous. 
The punishment of death must be evidently ineffectual so long as to refuse 
a duel is to be dishonored, and so long as men hold the doctrine, however 
wrong, that it is better to part with the life that Heaven gave than the honor 
man makes. In fact, the greater the danger he incurred, the greater was the 
punctilio of the cavalier of (hat time in braving it. 
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[De Maupbat seizedy struggles with the Guard— Fban- 
QOIS restlessly endeavoring to pacify and speak to 
him — when the gates open. Enter BlCHBLISU — 
J OSETn— followed by Arqaebasiers. 
Bar. The Dead 

Beturn'd to life! 

Louis. What a mock death I this tops 

The Infinite of Insult. 

J)e Mau. {breaking from the Guards]. Priest and Hero! — 
For you are both — protect the truth! 
Bich. [taking the writ from the Guard]. What's this? 
De Ber. Fact in Philosophy. Foxes have got 
Nine lives, as well as cats! 
Bar. Be firm, my liege. 

Louis. I have assumed the sceptre — I will wield it! 

Joseph. The tide runs counter — there'll be shipwreck 
somewhere. 

[Babadas and Oblbans keep close to the king y whisper ^ 
ing and prompting him when BlOHELlEU speaks. 
Bich. High treason — Faviaux! still that stale pretence! 
My liege, bad men (ay, Count, most knavish men!) 
Abuse your royal goodness. For this soldier, 
France hath none braver — and his youth's hot folly 
Misled — (by whom your Highness mekj conjecture!) — 
Is long since cancell'd by a loyal manhood. — 
I, Sire, have pardon'd him. 

Louis. And we do give 

Your pardon to the winds. Sir, do your duty! 
Bich. What, Sire? — you do not know — Oh, pardon 
me — 
You know not yet, that this brave, honest heart, 
Stood between mine and murder! — Sire! for my sake- 
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For joar old servaDt's sake — undo this wrong. 
See, let me rend the sentence. 

Louis, At yoar peril 1 

This is too much: — Again, sir, do your dutyl 

Rich, Speak not, but go: — ^1 would not see young Valor 
So humbled as gray Service. 

De Mau. Fare you well 1 

Save Julie, and console her. 

Fran, {aside to Maupeat], The despatch! 
Your fate, foes, life, hang on a wordl^ — to whom? 

De Mau, To Huguet. 

Fran. Hush — keep counsel 1 — silence— hope f 

[Rteunt Mauprat aifhd Guard. 

Bar. \aside to PRANgois]. Has he the packet? 

Fran. He will not reveal — 

[Aside.'] Work, brain! — beat, heart! — ^''There''s no such word 

as fail I ' ' \Exit PRANgoiS. 

Rich, [^fiercely]. Boom, my Lords, room! — the Minister of 
France 
Can need no intercession with the king. [They fall hack. 

Louis. What means this false report of death, Lord Car- 
dinal? 

Rich. Are you then anger'd, Sire, that I live still? 

Louis. No; but such artifice — 

Rich. Not mine: — ^look elsewhere! 

Louis — my castle swarm'd with the assassins. 

Bar. [advancing]. We have punished them already. 
Huguet now 
In the Bastile. — Oh! my Lord, we were prompt 
To avenge you — we were — 

Rich. We? — Ha, ha! you hear. 

My liege! What page, man, in the last Court grammar 

*M Bulwer, Vol. XXIX 
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Made you a plural? Count, you have seized the hire- 

lings : — 
Sire, shall I name the master? 

Louis. Tush, my Lord, 

The old contrivance:— ever does your wit 
Invent assassins, that ambition may 
Slay rivals 

Bich. Eivals, Sire, in what? 

Service to France? I have none! Lives the man 
Whom Europe, paled before your glory, deems 
Bival to Armand Richelieu? 

Louis. What, so haughty! 

Remember, he who made, can unmake. 

Rich. Neverl 

Never! Your anger can recall your trust. 
Annul my office, spoil me of my lands, 
Rifle my coflEers, — but my name — my deeds, 
Are royal in a land beyond your sceptre! 
Pass sentence on me, if you will; from kings, 
Lo! I appeal to time! [Be just, my liege — 
I found your kingdom rent with heresies 
And bristling with rebellion; lawless nobles 
And breadless serfs; England fomenting discord; 
Austria — her clutch on your dominion; Spain 
Forging the prodigal gold of either Ind 
To armM thunderbolts. The Arts lay dead. 
Trade rotted in your marts, your Armies mutinous, 
Your Treasury bankrupt. Would you now revoke 
Your trust, so be it! and I leave you, sole 
Supremest Monarch of the mightiest realm 
From Ganges to the Icebergs: — Look without; 
No foe not humbled! — Look within; the Arts 
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Quit for your schools — their old HesperideB 
The golden Italy! while through the veins 
Of your vast empire flows in strengthening tides 
Trade, the calm health of nations 1 

Sire, I know 
Your smoother courtiers please you best — nor measure 
Myself with them, — ^yet sometimes I would doubt 
If Statesmen rock'd and dandled into power 
Could leave such legacies to kings I [Louis appears irresoluU. 

Bar, [passing him whispers']. But Julie, 

Shall I not summon her to court?] 

Louis, [motions to Baradas, and turns haughtily to the 
Cardinal]. Enough 1 
Your Eminence must excuse a longer audience. 
To your own palace : — For our conference, this 
Nor place — nor season. 

Bich. Good my liege, for Justice 

All place a temple, and all season, summer I — 
Do you deny me justice? — Saints of Heaven I 
He turns from me I — Do you deny me Justice f 
For fifteen years, while in these hands dwelt Empire, 
The humblest craftsman — the obscurest vassal — 
The very leper shrinking from the sun, 
Though loathed by Charity, might ask for justice 1 — 
Not with the fawning tone and crawling mien 
Of some I see around you — Counts and Princes — • 
Kneeling for favors ; — but, erect and loud, 
As men who ask man's rights I — my liege, my Louis, 
Do you refuse me justice — audience even — 
In the pale presence of the baffled Murther? ' 

1 For the haughty and rebuking tone which Bichelieu assomed in his ex- 
postulations with the king, see his Memoirs (passim) in Petitot's Oollectionf 
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Louis. Lord Cardinal — one by one you have severed from 
me 
The bonds of human love. All near and dear 
Marked oat for vengeance — exile or the scafiold. 
You find me now amidst my trustiest friends, 
My closest kindred; — you would tear them from me; 
They murder you forsooth, since me they love I 
Eno' of plots and treasons for one reign! 
Home! — Home! and sleep away these phantoms! 

Rich, Sire! 

I patience, Heaven! — sweet Heaven! Sire, from the 

foot 
Of that Great Throne, these hands have raised aloft 
On an Olympus, looking down on mortals 
And worshipped by their awe— before the foot 
Of that high throne, — spurn you the gray-hair'd man. 
Who gave you empire— and now sues for safety? 

Louis. No: — when we see your Eminence in truth 
At the /oo< of the throne — we'll listen to you. 

[Eant LoiTia. 

Orle. Saved! 

Bar. For this, deep thanks to Julie and to MaupratI 

Rich, JArj Lord de Baradas — ^I pray your pardon — 
You are to be my successor! — your hand, sir! 

Bar. \a8ide\. What can this mean? 

Rich. It trembles, see! it trembles I 

The hand that holds the destinies of nations 
Ought to shake less! — poor Baradas — poor Prance! 

Bar. Insolent [Exeun^t Baradas and Orleans. 

vols. 22-30 (his). Montesquieu, in one of his brilliant antitheses says well of 
Richelieu, **I11 avila le roi, mais il illustra le rdgne." 
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SCENE n. 

Jiich. Joseph — ^Did you hear the king? 

Joseph. I did — there's danger 1 Had yon been less 
haughty' 

Bich. And suffered slaves to chuckle — **See the Car- 
dinal — 
How meek his Eminence is to-day" — I tell thee 
This is a strife in which the loftiest look 
Is the most subtle armor 

Joseph. But 

Rich. No time 

For ifs and buts. I will accuse these traitors! 
FranQois shall witness that De Baradas 
Gave him the secret missive for De Bouillon, 
And told him life and death were in the scroll. 
I will— I will— 

Joseph. Tushl Frangois is your creature; 

> However **orgueiaeux** and **coZere" in his dispntes with Lonis, th^ 
Oardinal did not always disdain recourse to the arts of the courtier; once, 
after an angry discussion with the king, in which, as usual, Richelieu got 
the better, Louis, as they quitted the palace together, said rud^y, **Sortez le 
premier; vous 4tes bi^i le roi de France." **Si Je passe le premier," replied 
the minister, after a moment's hesitation, and with great adroitness, '*ce ne 
pent 4tre que comme le plus humble de vos serviteurs" : and he took a flam- 
beau from one of the pages to light the king as he walked before him 
— '*en reculant et sans toumer le doe." 
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So they will say, and laugh at youl — your witness 
Must be that same Despatch. 

Bich. Away to Marion! 

Joseph. I have been there — she is seized — removed — ^im- 
prisoned — 
By the Count's orders. 

Bich. Goddess of bright dreams, 

My country — Shalt thou lose me now, when most 
Thou need'st thy worshipper? My native land! 
Let me but ward this dagger from thy heart. 
And die — but on thy bosom ! 

Unter Julie. 

Julie. Heaven! I thank thee! 

It cannot be, or this all-powerful man 
Would not stand idly thus. 

Bich. What dost thou here? 

Home! 

Julie. Home! — is Adrien there f — ^you're dumb — ^yet strive 
For words ; I see them trembling on your lip, 
But choked by pity. It was truth — all truth! 
Seized — the Bastile — and in your presence, too! 
Cardinal, where is Adrien? — ^Think — ^he saved 
Your life: — ^your name is infamy, if wrong 
Should come to his! 

Bich. Be soothed, child. 

Julie, Child no more; 

I love, and I am woman! Hope and suffer — 
Love, suffering, hope, — what else doth make the strength 
And majesty of woman ? — Where is Adrien ? 

Bich. [to Joseph], Your youth was never young — ^you 
never loved: — 
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Speak to her — 

Joseph, Nay, take heed — the king's command, 

'Tis true — I mean — the— 

Julie \to EiOHBLiKU]. Let thine eyes meet mine; 
Answer me but one word — ^I am a wife — 
I ask thee for my home — ^my fate — my all ! 
Where is my husband? 

Rich, You are Eichelieu's ward, 

A soldier's bride: they who insist on truth 
Must out-face fear; — ^you ask me for your husband? 
There — where the clouds of Heaven look darkest, o'er 
The domes of the Bastile! 

Julie, I thank you, father; 

You see I do not shudder. Heaven forgive you 
The sin of this desertion! 

Rich, [detaining her]. Whither wouldst thou? 

Julie, Stay me not. Fie ! I should be there already. 
I am thy ward, and haply he may think 
Thou'st taught me also to forsake the wretched! 

Rich. I've fiU'd those cells — with many — traitors all. 
Had they wives too? — Thy memories. Power, are solemn! 
Poor sufferer! — think'st thou ttat yon gates of woe 
Unbar to love? Alas! if love once enter, 
'Tis for the last farewell; between those walls . 
And the mute grave* — the blessed household sounds 
Only heard once — while, hungering at the door. 
The headsman whets the axe. 

Julie, O, mercy! mercy! 

Save him, restore him, father! Art thou not 

^ *'Se1on Tusage de Louis XIH., faire arreter quelqu'un pour crime d'etat, 
et le faire mourir, I'^tait 4 peu pr^s la m6me chose." — Le Clerc, 



Digitized by 



Google 



296 BULWEB'S DRAMATIC WORKS [aot IF 

The Cardinal-King ? — the Lord of life and death— 
Beneath whose light, as deep beneath the moon, 
The solemn tides of Empire ebb and flow? 
Art thou not Bicheliea 7 

Bich. Yesterday I wasl — 

To-day a very weak old man I — to-morrow, 
I know not what I 

Julie. Do you conceive his meaning? 

Alas I I cannot. Bat, methinks, my senses 
Are duller than they were I 

Joseph. The king is chafed 

Against his servant. Lady, while we speak. 
The lackey of the ante-room is not 
More powerless than the Minister of Prance. 

IBich. And yet the air is still; Heaven wears no cloud; 
From Nature's silent orbit starts no portent 
To warn the unconscious world; albeit this night 
May with a morrow teem which, in my fall. 
Would carry earthquake to remotest lands, 
And change the Christian globe. What wonldst thou, 

woman ? 
Thy fate and his, with mine, for good or ill, 
Are woven threads. In my vast sum of life 
Millions such units merge.] 

JSnter First Courtier. 

First Cour. Madame de MaupratI 

Pardon, your Eminence— Even now 1 seek 
This lady's home— commanded by the king 
To pray her presence. 

Julie [clinging to BiCHELiEu]. Think of my dead 
father! — 
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Think, how, an infant, clinging to your knees, 
And looking to your eyes, the wrinkled care 
Fled from your brow before the smile of childhood, 
Fresh from the dews of Heaven ! Think of this. 
And take me to your breast. 

Hich. To those who send you I — 

And say you found the virtue they would slay 
Here— couch'd upon this heart, as at an altar. 
And sheltered by the wings of sacred Borne ! 
Begone I 

First Cour. My Lord, I am your friend and servant — 
Misjudge me not: but never yet was Louis 
So roused against you: — shall I take this answer? — 
It were to be your foe. 

Mich. All time my foe. 

If 1, a Priest, could cast this holy sorrow 
Forth from her last asylum! 

First Cour, He is lost! 

[Exit First Courtier. 

Rich. God help thee, child! She hears not! Look upon 
her! 
The storm, that rends the oak, uproots the flower. 
Her father loved me so! and in that age 
When friends are brothers! She has been to me 
Soother, nurse, plaything, daughter. Are these tears ? • 



* Like Cromwell and Biensi, Richelieu appears to have been easily moTed to 
tears. The Queen-Mother, who put the hardest interpretation on that humane 
weakness, which is natural with very excitable temperaments, said that ''il 
pleural t quand il voulait" I may add, to those who may be inclined to imagine 
that Richelieu appears in parts of this scene too dejected for consistency with 
00 imperious a character, that it is recorded of him that ''quand ses afbdres ne 
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Oh I shame, shame!— dotage I 

Joseph. Tears are not for eyes 

That rather need the lightning, which can pierce 
Through barrM gates and triple walls, to smite 
Crime, where it cowers in secret I — The Despatch 1 
Set every spy to work; — ^the morrow's sun 
Must see that written treason in your hands, 
Or rise upon your ruin. 

Rich. Ay — and close 

Upon my corpse 1 — I am not made to live — 
Friends, glory, France, all reft from me; — ^my star 
Like some vain holiday mimicry of fire. 
Piercing imperial Heaven, and falling down 
Bayless and blackened, to the dust — a thing 
For all men's feet to trample 1 Yea I — to-morrow 
Triumph or death 1 Look up, child ! — ^Lead us, Joseph. 

[As they are going out, enter Baradas and De Be- 

BIKGHEN. 

Bar. My Lord, the king cannot believe your Eminence 
So far forgets your duty, and his greatness, 
As to resist his mandate I Pray you, Madame, 
Obey the king — no cause for fearl 

Julie. My father 1 

Bich. She shall not stir I 

Bar. You are not of her kindred — 

An orphan — 

Bich. And her country is her mother I 

Bar. The country is the king! 

Bich. Ay, is it so ? — 



r^issiBsdent pas, il se trouvoit abbattu et epouvant^, et quand U obtenoit oe 
qu'il Boohaitoit, il ^tdt fier et insaltant" 
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Then wakes the power which in the age of iron 

Burst forth to curb the great, and raise the low. 

Mark, where she stands I — around her form I draw 

The awful circle of our solemn Church! 

Set but a foot within that holy ground, 

And on thy head — yea, though it wore a crown — 

I launch the curse of Bome ! 

Bar. I dare not brave you I 

I do but speak the orders of my king. 
The Church, your rank, power, very word, my Lord, 
Suffice you for resistance: — blame yourself, 
If it should cost you power! 

Rich, That my stake. — Ah! 

Dark gamester! what is thine? Look to it well! — 
Lose not a trick. — By this same hour to-morrow 
Thou shalt have France, or I thy head! 

Bar, {aside to De Beringhen]. He cannot 

Have the Despatch ? 

De Ber, No: were it so, your stake 

Were lost already. 

Joseph \aside\. Patience is your game: 
Reflect, you have not the Despatch! 

Rich. O! monk! 

Leave patience to the saints — ^for /am human! 
Did not thy father die for France, poor orphan ? 
And now they say thou hast no father! — Fie! 
Art thou not pure and good ? — if so, thou art 
A part of that — the Beautiful, the Sacred — 
Which, in all climes, men that have hearts adore. 
By the great title of their mother country! 

Bar. \aside'\. He wanders! 

Rich. So cling close uuto my breast. 
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Here where thou droop'st lies France. I am very feeble — 
Of little use it seems to either now. 
Well, well — we will go home. 

Bar. In sooth, my Lord^ 

You do need rest — the burthens of the State 
O'ertask your health I 

Rich, \to Joseph]. I'm patient, seel 

Bar. laside]. His mind 

And life are breaking fasti 

Rich, [overhearing hirn]. Irreverent ribald! 
If so, beware the falling ruins I Hark I 
I tell thee, scorner of these whitening hairs. 
When this snow melteth there shall come a flood I 
A vaunt 1 my name is Bichelieu — I defy thee! 
Walk blindfold on; behind thee stalks the headsman. 
Ha! ha! — how pale he is! Heaven save my country! 

[Falls back in Joseph^ a arms, 
[Baradas exit, followed by De Beringhen, betraying 
his exultation by his gestures. 
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ACT T. 

FOURTH DAY. 

SCENE I. — The Bastile — a Corridor; in the background Ae 
door of one of the condemned cells. 

Enter Joseph and Jailer. 

Jailer. Stay, father; I will call the Governor. 

\Sxii Jailer. 

Joseph. He has it, then — this Huguet; — so we learn 
From Fran9ois; — Humph I Now if I can but gain • 
One moment's access, all is ours! The Cardinal 
Trembles 'tween life and death. His life is power; 
Smite one — slay both I No jEsculapian drugs, 
By leamM quacks baptized with Latin jargon, 
E'er bore the healing which that scrap of parchment 
Will medicine to Ambition's flagging heart. 
France shall be saved — and Joseph be a bishop. 

Enter Governor and Jailer. 

Gov. Father, you wish to see the prisoners Huguet 
And the young knight De Mauprat ? 

Joseph. So my office. 

And the Lord Cardinal's order, warrant, son I 

Oov. Father, it cannot be: Count Baradas 
Has summon'd to Louvre Sieur de Mauprat. 
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Joseph, Well, well I But Huguet 

Gov, Dies at noon. 

Joseph ' At noon ! 

No moment to delay the pious rites 
Which fit the soul for death. Quick— quick — admit me! 

Gov. You cannot enter, monk I Such are my orders! 

Joseph. Orders, vain man! — the Cardinal still is minister. 
His orders crush all others! 

Gov, [lifting his hat\. Save his king's! 

See, monk, the royal sign and seal affix' d 
To the Count's mandate. None may have access 
To either prisoner, Huguet or De Mauprat, 
Not even a priest, without the special passport 
Of Count de Baradas. I'll hear no more! 

Joseph, Just Heaven! and are we baffled thus? Despair! 
Think on the Cardinal's power — ^beware his anger. 

Gov. I'll not be menaced, Priest! Besides, the Cardinal 
Is dying and disgraced — all Paris knows it. 
You hear the prisoner's knell ! [Bell tolls. 

Joseph. I do beseech you — 

The Cardinal is not dying. But one moment, 
And — hist! — five thousand pistoles! — 

Gov. How! a bribe! — 

And to a soldier, gray with years of honor! 
Begone! 

Joseph. Ten thousand — ^twenty! — 

Gov. ' Jailer; put 

This monk without our walls. 

Joseph. By those gray hairs — 

Yea, by this badge \touching the cross of St. Louis warn by 

the Governor] — ^The guerdon of your valor — 
By all your toils — hard days and sleepless nights — 
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Borne m your country's service, noble son — 
Let me bat see the prisoner I — 

aov. No I 

Joseph, He hath 

Secrets of state — papers in which 

Oov, [interrupting], I know- 

Such was his message to Count Baradas: 
Doubtless the Ck>ant will see to itl 

Joseph. The Count I 

Then not a hope! — You shall 

Gov. Betray my tmstl 

Never — not one word more. You heard me, jailer? 

Joseph, What can be done! — ^Distraction 1 Bichelieii yet 
Must — what? — I know not! Thought, nerve, strength, for* 

sake me. 
Dare you refuse the Church her holiest rights? 

Gov, I refuse nothing — 1 obey my orders. 

Joseph. And sell your country to her parricides ! 
Oh, tremble yet I — Richelieu 

Gov. Begone I 

Joseph, Undone I 

[Exit Joseph. 

Gov, A most audacious shaveling — ^interdicted 
Above all others by the Count. 

Jailer, I hope, sir, 

I shall not lose my perquisites. The Sieur 
De Mauprat will not be reprieved? 

Gov, Oh, fear not: — 

The Count's commands by him who came for Mauprat 
Are to prepare headsman and axe by noon; 
The Count will give you perquisites enough — 
Two deaths in one day I 
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Jailer. Sir, may Heaven reward himl 

Oh, by the way, that troublesome young fellow, 
Who calls himiself the prisoner Huguet's son 
Is here again — implores, weeps, raves to see him. 

Gov. Poor youth, I pity himl 

Enter De Beringhen fotbwed by FRANgoiS. 

De Ber. \to ERANgois], Now, prithee, friend. 
Let go my cloak; you really discompose me. 

Frarh. No, they will drive me hence: my father! Ohl 
Let me but see him once — but once— one moment! 

De Ber. \to Governor]. Your servant, Messire; this poor 
rascal, Hoguet, 
Has sent to see the Count de Baradas 
Upon State secrets, that afflict his conscience. 
The Count can't leave his Majesty an instant: 
I am his proxy. 

Gov. The Count's word is law! 

Again, young scapegrace! How com'st thou admitted? 

De Ber. Oh! a most filial fellow: Huguet's soni 
I found him whimpering in the court below, 
I pray his leave to say good-by to father, 
Before that very long, unpleasant journey. 
Father's about to take. Let him wait here 
Till I return. 

Fran. No; take me with you. 

DeBer. Nay; 

After me, friend — the Public first! 

Gov. The Count's 

Commands are strict. No one must visit Huguet 
Without his passport. 

DeBer. Here it is! Pshaw! nonsense! 
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I'll be your surety. See, my Cerberus, 
He is DO Herculesl 

Qov. Well, you're responsible. 

Stand there, friend. If, when you come out, my Lord, 
The youth slip in, 'tis your fault. 

DeBer. SoitisI 

[Exit through the door of the cell, followed by the Jailer. 

Qov. Be calm, my lad. Don't fret so. I had onoe 
A father, tool I'll not be hard upon you. 
And so, stand close. I must not see you enter: 
You understand I Between this innocent youth 
And that intriguing monk there is, in truth, 
A wide distinction. 

Re-enter Jailer. 

Come, we'll go our rounds; 
I'll give you just one-quarter of an hour; 
And if my Lord leave first, make my excuse. 
Yet stay, the gallery's long and dark: no sentry 
Until he reach the grate below. He'd best 
Wait till I come. If he should lose the way. 
We may not be in call. 
Fran. I'll tell him, sir. 

[Exeunt Governor and Jailer. 
He's a wise son that knoweth his own father. 
I've forged a precious one I So far, so well I 
Alas! what then? this wretch hath sent to Baradas — 
Will sell the scroll to ransom life. Oh, Heaven I 
On what a thread hangs hope I [Listens at the door. 

Loud words — a cry! 

[Looks through the keyhole. 
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They struggle! Hoi — the packet 1 1 1 

[IHea to open the door. 
Lost! He has it — 
The coartier has it — Huguet, spite his chains, 
Grapples 1 — well done ! Now — ^now ! [Draws back. 

The gallery's long — 
And this is left nsl 

[Drawing his dagger, and standing behind the door. 

He-enter Db Bbrikghek with the packet. 

Victory! 

Yield it, robber — 
Yield it — or die — [A short struggle. 

De Ber. Off! ho!— there!— 

Fran, [grappliny with Aim]. Death or honor! 

[Exuent struggling. 
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SCENE n. 

The King's closet at the Louvre. A suite of rooms in 
perspective at one side. 

Baradas and Orleans. 

Bar. All smiles! the Cardinars swaon of yesterday 
Heralds his death to-day. Could he survive, 
It would not be as Minister — so great 
The king's resentment at the priest's defiance! 
All smiles I — And yet, should this accursed De Mauprat 
Have given our packet to another — 'Sdeath! 
I dare not think of it! 

Orle. You've sent to search him? 

Bar. Sent, sir, to search? — that hireling hands may find 
Upon him, naked, with its broken seal, 
That scroll, whose every word is death ! No — No — 
These hands alone must clutch that awful secret. 
1 dare not leave the palace, night nor day. 
While Richelieu lives — his minions — creatures — spies — 
Not one must reach the king! 

Orle. What hast thou done? 

Bar. Summon'd De Mauprat hither. 

Orle. Could this Huguet, 

Who pray'd thy presence with so fierce a fervor, 
Have thieved the scroll ? 

Bar. Huguet was housed with us, 

The very moment we dismiss'd the courier. 
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It cannot be I a stale trick for reprieve. 
Bat, to make sare, I've sent oar trastiest friend 
To see and sift him. — ^Histl — here comes the king-» 
How fare yoa. Sire 7 

Bnier LoiriB. 

Louis. In the same mind. I have 

Decided I^-Yes, he would forbid year presenoe. 
My brother — ^yoars, my friend, — then Jalie, too! 
Thwarts — braves — defies — [atiddenly turning io Babadas]. 

We make yoa Minister. 
Gaston, for you — the baton of our armies. 
You love me, do you not ? 

Orle. Oh, love you, Sire? 

[Aside,] Never so much as now. 

Bar. May I deserve 

Your trust, [aside] until you sign your abdication! 
My liege, but one way left to daiint De Mauprat, 
And Julie to divorce. — ^We must prepare 
The death-writ; what though signed and seal'd? we oan 
Withhold the enforcement. 

Louis, Ah, you may prepare it; 

We need not urge it to eflfect. 

Bar, Exactly! 

No haste, my liege. [Looking at his watch and aside.^ He 
may live one hour longer. 

Enter Courtier. 

Cour. The Lady Julie, Sire, implores an audience. 
Louis. Ahal repentant of her folly I — ^Well, 
Admit her. 
Bar. Sire, she comes for Mauprat's pardon. 
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And the conditions — - 

Louis. You are Minister— 

We leave to you our answer. 

[As Julie enters^ the Captain of the Archers hy another 
door^ and whispers Baradas. 
Capt. The Chevalier 

De Mauprat waits below. 

Bar, \aside'\. Now the despatch! 

[Exit with Officer. 

Enter Julie. 

Julie. My liege, you sent for me. I come where Grief 
Should come when guiltless, while the name of king 
Is holy on the earth ! Here at the feet 
Of Power, I kneel for mercy. 

Louis. Mercy, Julie, 

Is an affair of State. The Cardinal should 
In this be your interpreter. 

Julie. Alas I 

I know not if that mighty spirit now 
Stoop to the things of earth. Nay, while I speak, 
Perchance he hears the orphan by the throne 
Where kings themselves need pardon ; O my liege, 
Be father to the fatherless; in you 
Dwells my last hope I 

Enter Baradas. 

Bar. [aside\. He has not the despatch; 

Smiled, while we searched, and braves me. — Oh! 

Louis, [gently]. What wouldst thou? 

Julie. A single life. — You reign o'er millions. — ^What 
Is one man^s life to you? — and yet to me 
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'Tis France — 'tis earth — 'tis everything! — a life — 
A human life — my husband's. 

Louis. \a8ide\. Speak to her, 
1 am not marble, — ^give her hope — or- 

Bar, Madame, 

Vex not your king, whose heart, too soft for justice. 
Leaves to his Ministers that solemn charge. 

[Louis walks up ike stage. 

Julie. You were his friend. 

Bar. I was before I loved thee. 

Julie. Loved me I 

Bar. Hush, Julie: couldst thou misinterpret 

My acts, thoughts, motives, nay, my very words. 
Here — in this palace ? 

Julie. Now I know I'm mad; 

Even that memory fail'd me. 

Bar. I am young, 

Well-born and brave as Maupratl — ^for thy sake 
I peril what he has not — fortune — power; 
All to great souls most dazzling. I alone 
Can save thee from yon tyrant, now my puppet: 
Be mine; annul the mockery of this marriage, 
And on the day I clasp thee to my breast 
De Mauprat shall be free. 

Julie. Thou durst not speak 

Thus in his ear [pointing to Louis]. Thou double traitorl 

— tremble 1 
I will unmask thee. 

Bar. I will say thou ravest. 

And see this scroll I its letters shall be blood: 
Go to the king, count with me word for word; 
And while you pray the life — ^I write the sentence I 
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Julie. Stay, stay! [Bushing to the King]. Tou have a kind 
and princely heart, 
Tho' sometimes it is silent: you were born 
To power — ^it has not flushed you into madness. 
As it doth meaner men. Banish my husband — 
Dissolve our marriage — cast me to that grave 
Of human ties, where hearts congeal to ice. 
In the darlc convent's everlasting winter — 
(Surely eno* for justice— hate — revenge) — 
But spare this life, thus lonely, scath'd, and bloomless; 
And when thou stand'st for judgment on thine own, 
The deed shall shine beside thee as an angel. 

Louis [much affected]. Go, go, to Baradas: annul thy 
marriage. 
And 

Julie [anxiously and watching his countenance^. Be his 
bride ! 
Louis. A form, a mere decorum; 

Thou Icnow'st I love thee. 

Julie. O thou sea of shame. 

And not one star I 

[The King goes up the stage^ and passes through the suite 
of rooms at the side, in evident emotion. 

Bar. Well, thy election, Julie; 

This hand — his grave! 

Julie. His gravel and I 

Bar. Can save him. — 

Swear to be mine. 

Julie. That were a bitterer death 1 

Avaunt, thou tempter I I did ask his life 
A boon, and not the barter of dishonor. 
The heart can break, and scorn you: wreak your malice; 
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Adrien and I will leave you this sad earth, 
And pass together hand in hand to Heaven I 

Bar. You have decided. 

[ Withdraws to the side scene for a moment^ and rekims. 
Listen to me, lady; 
I am no base intriguer. I adored thee 
From the first glance of those inspiring eyes; 
"With thee entwined ambition, hope, the future. 
I will not lose thee/ I can place thee nearest — 
Ay, to the throne— nay, on the throne, perchance; 
My star is at its zenith. Look upon me; , 

Hast thou decided ? 

Julie. No, no; you can see 

How weak I am: be human, sir — one moment. 

Bar, [stamping his foot, De Mauprat appears at the side 
of the stage guarded]. 
Behold thy husband! — Shall he pass to death. 
And know thou couldst have saved him? 

Julie. Adrien, speak! 

But say you wish to live/ — if not, your wife, 
Your slave,^— do with me as you will. 

De Mau. Once morel- 

Why this is mercy. Count! Oh, think, my Julie, 
Life, at the best, is short, — but love immortal! 

Bar. [taking Julie's hand]. Ah, loveliest — 

Julie. Go, that touch has made me iron. 

We have decided — death I 

Bar. [to De Mauprat]. Now say to whom 
Thou gavest the packet, and thou yet shalt live. 

DeMau. I'll tell thee nothing! 

Bar. Hark, — the rack! 

De Mau. Thy penance 
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Forever, wretch ! — What rack is like the conscience ? 
Julie. I shall be with thee soon. 

Bar. [ffiving the writ to the Oificer]. Hence to the heads- 
man! 

[The doors are thrown open. The Huissier announces 
**His Eminence the Cardinal Duke de Eichelieu." 

Enter EiCHELiEU attended by Gentlemen, Pages, etc., pale^ 
feeble, and leaning on J O&EFKj followed by three 
Secretaries of State, attended by Sub- 
Secretaries with papers, etc, 

Julie [rushing to EiCHELiEU]. You live — you live — and 
Adrien shall not die! 

Bich. Not if an old man's prayers, himself near death, 
Can aught avail thee, daughter! Count, you now 
Hold what I held on earth: — one boon, my Lord, 
This soldier's life. 

Bar. The stake, — my head! — ^you said it. 

I cannot lose one trick. — Eemove your prisoner. 

Julie. No! — No! — 

Enter Louis from the rooms beyond. 

Bich. [to Officer]. Stay, sir, one moment. My good liege. 
Your worn-out servant, willing, Sire, to spare you 
Some pain of conscience, would forestall your wishes. 
I do resign my office. 

Be Mau. You! 

Julie. All's over! 

Bich. My end draws near. These sad ones. Sire, I love 
them. 

I do not ask his life; but suffer justice 

*N Bulwer, Vol. XXIX 
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To halt, until I can dismiss his soul, 
Charged with an old man's blessing. 

Louis, Surely 1 

JBar. Sire 

Louis. Silence— small favor to a dying servant. 

Rich. You would consign your armies to the baton 
Of your most honored brother. Sire, so be it! 
Your Minister, the Count de Baradas; 
A sagacious choice!— Your Secretaries 
Of State attend me, Sire, to render up 
The ledgers of a realm. I do beseech you, 
SuflEer these noble gentlemen to learn 
The nature of the glorious task that waits them. 
Here, in my presence. 

Louis. You say well, my Lord. 

[To Secretaries, as he seats himself. 
Approach, sirs. 

Rich. I — I — faint I — air — air ! 

[Joseph and a Gentleman assist him to a sofa, placed 
beneath a window. 

1 thank you — 
Draw near, my children. 

Bar. He's too weak to question. 

Nay, scarce to speak; all's safe. 
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SCENE ni. 

Mannet ElCHELlEU, Maupeat, and JULIB, the last kneel- 
ing beside the Cardinal; the OflScer of the Guard behind 
Mauprat. Joseph near Eichelieu, watching the King. 
Louis. Baradas at the back of the King's chair^ anxioria 
and disturbed, Orleans at a greater distance, careless and 
triumphant. The Secretaries. As each Secretary advances 
in his turn^ he takes the portfolios from the Sub-Secretaries. 

First Sec. The affairs of Portugal, 

Most urgent, Sire: One short month since the Duke 
Braganza was a rebel. 

Louis. And is still 1 

First Sec. No, Sire, he has succeeded I He is now 
Crown'd King of Portugal— craves instant succor 
Against the arms of Spain. 

Louis. We will not grant it 

Against his lawful king. Eh, Count? 

Bar. No, Sire. 

First Sec'. But Spain's your deadliest foe: whatever 
Can weaken Spain must strengthen France. The Cardinal 
Would send the succors: — [solemnly] — balance, Sire, of 
Europe! 

Louis. The Cardinal! — balance! — We'll consider. — Eh, 
Count ? 

Bar. Yes, Sire; — fall back. 
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First Sec. But 

Bar. Oh! fall back, sir. 

Joseph. Humph! 

Second Sec. The affairs of England, Sire, most urgent: 
Charles 
The First has lost a battle that decides 
One half his realm, — craves moneys, Sire, and succor. 

Louis. He shall have both. — Eh, Baradas? 

Bar. Yes, Sire. 

(Oh, that despatch! — my veins are fire!) 

Bich. [feebly J but with great distinctness]. My liege — 
Forgive me — Charles's cause is lost! A man. 
Named Cromwell, risen, — a great man! — your succor 
Would fail — your loans be squandered! — Pause — reflect* 

Louis. Beflect. — ^Eh, Baradas? 

Bar. Beflect, Sire. 

Joseph. Humph I 

Louis [aside']. I half repent! — No successor to Bichelieu! 
Bound me thrones totter! — dynasties dissolve! — 
The soil he guards alone escapes the earthquake! 

Joseph. Our star not yet eclipsed! — you mark the king? 
Oh! had we the despatch! 

Bich. Ah! Joseph! — Child — 

Would I could help thee! 

Enter Gentleman, whispers Joseph, who exit hastily. 

Bar. [to Secretary]. Sir, fall back. 

Second Sec. But 

Bar. Pshaw, sir I 



' See in **Cinq Mars," vol. v., the striking and brilliant chapter from whiok 
the interlude of the Secretaries is borrowed. 
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Third Sec. [mysieriousli/]. The secrei eorrespandeneej Sire, 
most urgent,— 
Accounts of spies — deserters — heretics — 
Assassins — poisoners — schemes against yourself! — — 

Louis. Myself/ — most urgent I — [looking on the documents']. 

Re-enter Joseph with Francois, whose pourpoint is 
streaked with blood. Francois passes behind the 
Cardinal's Attendants, and, sheltered by them from 
the sight q/*BARADAS, etc.,/aZfo at Richelieu 's/ee^. 

Fran. 1 my Lord 1 

Rich. Thou art bleeding I 

Fran. A scratch — 1 have not fail'd 

[Gives the packet. 

Rich. Hush! — 

[Looking at the contents. 

Third Sec. [to King]. Sire, the Spaniards 

Have reinforced their army on the frontiers. 
The Due de Bouillon 

Rich. Hold ! — In this department — 

A paper — here. Sire, — read yourself — then take 
The Count's advice in't. 

Enter De Bsrikghen hastily^ and draws aside Baradas. 

fRlOHELlBU to Secretary, giving an open parchment. 
Bar. [bursting from De Bbringhen]. Whatl and reft it 
from thee I 
Hal— hold! 
Joseph. Fall back, son, it is your turn now! 
Bar. Death! — the despatch! 
Louis [reading^. To Bouillon— and sign'd Orleans 1 — 
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Baradas, too! — league with our foes of Spain! — 
Lead our Italian armies — what! to Paris! — 
Capture the king — my health requires repose — 
Make me subscribe my proper abdication — 
Orleans, my brother, Begent! — Saints of Heaven! 
These are the men 1 loved! 

[Babadas draws, — attempts to rrish out, — is arrested. — 
Orleans, endeavoring to escape more quietly, meets 
Joseph's eye and stops short. Bichelieu falls 
back. 

Joseph. See to the Cardinal! 

Bar. He's dying! and I yet shall dupe the king! 

Louis [rushing to Bichelieu]. Bichelieu! — 'tis /resign! — 
Beign thou! 

Joseph. Alas! too late! — he faints! 

Louis. Beign, Bichelieu! 

Rich, [feebly']. With absolute power? 

Louis. Most absolute ! — Oh I live ! 

If not for me — ^for France! 

Bich. France! 

Louis. Oh ! this treason . — 

The army — Orleans — Bouillon — Heavens! — the Spaniard! — 
Where will they be next week ? 

Bich. [starting up"]. There, — at my feet! 

\To First and Second Secretary. 
Ere the clock strike! — ^the Envoys have their answer! 



[To Third Secretary, with a ring. 
This to De Ohavigny — he knows the rest — 
No need of parchment here— he must not halt 
For sleep— for food. — In my name, — mine ! — ^he will 
Arrest the Due de Bouillon at the head 
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Of his army! — Hoi — there, Count de Baradas, 
Thou hast lost the stake! — Away with him I * 

[As the Guards open the folding -doors, a view of the ante' 
room beyond, lined with Courtiers. Baeadas passes 
through the line. 

Ha!— ha!— 
[Snatching De Maupbat's death-warrant from the Officer. 
See here De Mauprat's death- writ, Julie! — 
Parchment for battledores ! — Embrace your husband. 
At last the old man blesses you I 

Julie. O joy! 

You are saved; you live — I hold you in these arms. 
De Mau. Never to part — 

Julie. No — never, Adrien — never! 

Louis ['peevishly\. One moment makes a startling cure, 

Lord Cardinal." 
Rich. Ay, Sire, for in one moment there did pass 
Into this withered frame the might of France! — 



' The passion of the drama requires this catastrophe for Baradas. He, 
however, survived his disgrace, though stripped of all his rapidly- acquired for- 
tunes ; and the daring that belonged to his character won him distinction in 
foreign service. He returned to France after Bichelieu's death, but never 
regained the same court influence. He had taken the vows of a Enlght of 
Malta, and Louis made him a Prior. 

* The sudden resuscitation of Richelieu (not to strain tOQ much on the reaA 
passion which supports him in this scene) is in conformance with the more dis- 
simulating part of his character. The extraordinary mobility of his countenance 
(latterly so deathlike, save when the mind spoke in the features) always lent 
itself to stage effect of this nature. The queen -mother said of him, that she 
had seen him one moment so feeble, cast down, and ''semimort," that he 
seemed on the point of giving up the ghost —and the next moment he would 
start up full of animation, energy, and life. 
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My own dear France — ^I have thee yet — I have saved thee! 
I clasp thee still! — it was thy voice that oall'd me 
Back from the tomb! — What mistress like our country? 
Louis. For Mauprat's pardon — well! But Julie, — Eiche- 
lieu, 
Leave me one thing to love! — 

Rich. A subject's luxury! 

Yet, if you must love something, Sire, — hve met 

Louis [smiling in spite of himself]. Fair proxy for a young 

fresh Demoiselle! 
Bich. Your heart speaks for my clients: — Kneel, my 
children, 
And thank your king, — 

Julie. Ah, tears like these, my liege, 

Are dews that mount to Heaven. 
Louis. Eise — rise — be happy. 

[EiCHELiEU beckons to De Beringhbn. 
De Ber. [falteringly]. My Lord — you are — most — happily 

— recovered. 
Rich. But you are pale, dear Beringhen: — this air 
Suits not your delicate frame — ^I long have thought so: — 
Sleep not another night in Paris: — Go, — 
Or else your precious life may be in danger. 
Leave France, dear Beringhen ! 

De Ber. I shall have time, 

More than 1 ask'd for — to discuss the pSt^. 

[Exit De Beringhen. 

Rich, [to Orleans]. For you, repentance— absence — and 

confession ! ^ [To Francois. 

Never sskj/ail again. — ^Brave boy! [To Joseph. 

HeUlbe— 
A Bishop first 
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Joseph, Ah, Cardinal — 

Rich, Ah, Joseph! 

[To Louis — as De Maupbat and Julie converse apart. 
See, my liege— see thro' plots aad counterplots — 
Thro' gain and loss — thro' glory and disgrace — 
Along the plains, where passit>nate Discord rears 
Eternal Babel — still the holy stream 
Of human happiness glides on! 

Louis. And must we 

Thank for that also — our Prime Minister? 

Rich. No — let us own it: — there is One above 
Sways the harmonious mystery of the world, 
Ev'n better than Prime Ministers; — 

Alasl 
Our glories float between the earth and heaven 
Like clouds which seem pavilions of the sun, 
And are the playthings of the casual wind; 
Still, like the cloud which drops on unseen crags 
The dews the wild flower feeds on, our ambition 
May from its airy height drop gladness down 
On unsuspected virtue; — and the flower 
May bless the cloud when it hath pass'd away! * 

^ The image and the sentiment in the concluding lines are borrovired from a 
passage In one of the writings attributed to the Cardinal 
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